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THE unexpected favor with which these Sketches have been 
received, and a very general call for them in a collected form, 
have led to their republication in this volume. Written as 
they were, in haste, and without any effort having been made 
to render them, exclusive of their subject matter, attractive, the 
critical eye must have discovered many faults, some of which 
the writer has now endeavored to amend. Beside a revision 
of these articles, a few new anecdotes have been given, and 
some passages partially obscure, rendered more intelligible. 
It is scarcely necessary to inform the reader that these ‘Pen 
and Ink Sketches’ first appeared in the Bosron Artas, and 
that from the columns of that journal, they have been trans- 
ferred to those of most of the leading journals of the United 
States. To the Editors of those papers the writer begs to 
render his acknowledgments for the civil things they have 
been pleased to say of him. 

The second series of these Sketches are now in course of 
publication in the ‘Atlas,’ and it is intended, when they shall 
have been concluded, to publish them in a volume uniform 
with the present, 


Boston, August, 1845. 


PEN AND INK SKETCHES. 


A RECOLLECTION OF THE REY. SIDNEY SMITH. 


PLEASANT, wise, witty, Reverend and remarkable SipNrY 
Smiru! Can it be that thou art indeed among the Smiths 
who were? But a short time has elapsed since the facetious 
and racy James, who owned to the somewhat common cogno- 
men of SMITH, passed away from amongst us; and now we 
are called upon to mourn for the extinction of another star, 
which shone as brightly in the hemisphere of genius. We 
have heard the last report from the minor canon of St. 
Paul’s. 

The notoriety which the Rey. Sidney Smith acquired in 
this country, by his Pennsylvanian letters, led to the republi- 
cation of his numerous reviews, and of his inimitable Peter 
Plymley’s Epistles. The popularity of his works in America 
has been almost as great as in England; and I question 
whether the pungent pleasantry which characterized his 
animadversions on the ‘drab-colored’ men of the Quaker 
State, did not elicit as much admiration as abuse. Be that 
as it may, all his bonds are cancelled — he has paid Nature’s 
great debt, and his sufferings, for some time prior to his 
decease, almost lead us to believe that he discharged it by 
instalments of agony. Peace to his manes / 

It was nearly twenty years ago that I first saw Sidney 
Smith. He was then one of the Prebendaries of Bristol 
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Cathedral, and so popular as a preacher, that the greatest 
difficulty was experienced in procuring a seat when he offici- 
ated — indeed, such was the rage to hear him, that many 
persons would remain in their pews, for the purpose of secur- 
ing them, during the interval between morning and evening 
services. I well remember seeing his portly figure ascending 
the pulpit stairs —but of his sermon T have little recollection. 
Mr. (now Lord) Brougham was present, as was also the 
celebrated Robert Hall; and these well-known characters, 
particularly the first, divided the honors of admiring attention 
with the preacher. 

I again heard Sidney Smith preach, on the occasion of his 
delivering the celebrated fifth of November sermon, in the 
Cathedral of Bristol, of which he was a Prebendary. On 
this occasion,-he bitterly attacked the Anti-Catholic party, 
and vindicated the Romanists from the charge of having 
endeavored to blow up the Houses of Parliament. A paper 
war followed this sermon, in which several of the Bishops 
took active part; but Smith was too much for his opponents. 
When he could not convince by argument, he overthrew by 
ridicule; and, before long, his last antagonist retired from 
before the never-failing battery of his sarcasm. 

At this time, Mr. Smith was a very industrious contributor 
to the Edinburgh Review — which journal he had started, in 
conjunction with Brougham, Mackintosh, and some other of 
the distinguished literati of the day. Unlike Brougham — 
who generally prided himself on demolishing, in a single 
article, literary unfortunates— Mr. Smith paid but little 
hecd to the criticism of individual writers, or the estimate of 
literary character. A vast range of subjects occupied his 
time and pen; and the works which he professed to criticise 
served chiefly as pegs whereon to hang his opinions on 
Prison Discipline, the Uses and Abuses of the Game Laws, 
on Transportation to Botany Bay, on Toleration, on Meth- 
odism, on Education, on Irish Bulls, Mad Quakers, Chimney 
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Sweeps, Counsel for Prisoners, and a variety of other topics. 
But, as my present recollections are rather of the man than 
of his works, I leave to others the task of dwelling on the 
excellencies or defects of the latter. 

It was the good fortune of the Rev. Sidney Smith to be on 
terms of friendly and personal intimacy with many of those 
whose works and opinions he most bitterly deprecated. 
Amongst those who constantly corresponded with, and some- 
times visited him, was the late Robert Southey, the Poet 
Laureate — a man whose private habits and public opinions 
were diametrically opposed to those of the Reverend Canon. 
Southey was stiff, sedate, and so wrapped up in a garb of 
almost ascetism, that Charles Lamb once stutterinely told 
him, in my presence, that ‘G-g-god A-almighty had m-made 
him for a M-m-monk — but, somehow or other, the Co-cowl 
did n’t fit. There was a studied gravity, too, about the Lau- 
reate ; and a preciseness, the result of long-disciplined habits, 
which rendered his manners to some persons cold and repul- 
sive. Sidney Smith was directly the opposite of this. Free, 
easy and unbending, you could not be ten minutes in his 
society without feeling at home, and partaking of the feast of 
humor which he seldom failed to provide. And the beauty 
of Sidney Smith’s wit was, that it never came out by jerks, 
as it were;—it flowed easily and freely. Like the girl in 
the fairy tale, he could scarcely open his lips but some pearl 
or diamond would drop from his fertile mind. And there 
was so much good humor blended with his sarcasm: upon 
men and things, that it was almost impossible to be offended 
with him, even if the hearer was the object of the sly and 
covert attack. 

I had lost sight of Mr. Smith for some years, (for on his 
taking possession of the living of Combe Fleury, near the 
town of Taunton, in Somersetshire, he retired, in a great 
measure, from the public gaze,) when one day, as I was 
strolling through Taunton Cattle Market with a friend, I 
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observed him in busy and animated conversation with a 
crowd of Somersetshire farmers—his good-humored face 
beaming with intelligence, and his hearty laugh resounding - 
above that of his associates. He looked more like a substan- 
tial grazier than a divine, and would have been taken for 
such, by those who did not know him. In an hour or two 
afterwards, I again saw him at the Farmer’s Ordinary ; and, 
as I sat near him, I heard many of the remarks which fell 
from him, which caused no little merriment in the circle by 
which he was surrounded. By mixing, in this free and easy 
way, with practical agriculturists, he acquired a store of 
knowledge which was eminently useful to him in his writ- 
ings; and I am informed that it was his habitual practice to 
thus personally investigate subjects on which his pen was to 
be employed.. | 

The next time I saw him was at a dinner given by the 
electors of Taunton, in the year 1834, to Benjamin D’Israeli 
the younger, the author of ‘Coningsby, who had just been 
rejected by the Reformers of Taunton as their representative. 
It was rather a strange company for Sidney Smith to be in 
—but there he was, cracking walnuts and jokes with the 
merriest of them. I was not near enough to hear his ‘ quips 
and cranks,’ but if I might judge from the merriment. which 
was produced in his neighborhood, he seemed to be in full 
fire, although surrounded by a host of political enemies, of 
whom Vivian Grey D’Israeli himself was not to be despised. 
Young Ben, who, in dress and manners, was the very 
essence of foppism, shook his ‘ambrosial curls’ with glee. I 
should like to have seen how he looked some few days after- 
wards, when perusing some of the most biting strictures on 
the speech he delivered that night, which appeared in the 
Morning Chronicle, and were from the facile pen of his 
merry dinner-table companion, Sidney Smith. 

In the year 1838, Robert Southey paid his latest visit to 
his native city, Bristol, where, at that time, I was residing. 
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I was first apprised of his being in my neighborhood by 
the receipt of the following letter from him, written in his 
peculiarly neat and classical hand. It is interesting, as in 
it he anticipates the mental cloud which was then ap- 
proaching, and which not long afterward darkened his 
latter days. It was dated from the house of his friend, Mr. 
J oseph Cottle, who, it will be remembered, had the honor of 
being called an ‘ Ass’ by Lord Byron. 


. May 15, 1888. 
My Dear Sir: 

I arrived here late last evening, in company with my son, and should 
be happy if you would accompany us and Mr. Cottle to Combe Fleury, 
to-morrow, to pay a a long-intended visit to my old friend and literary 
foe, Sidney Smith. This I am the more anxious to do without delay, as 
I have had, on my journey from Keswick, a sudden and sharp seizure in 
my head, of which I cannot but apprehend the recurrence, at no very dis- 
tant day, and which may totally incapacitate me from enjoying any 
person’s society. 

I thank you for the portrait of C , which I received safely, and 
when you visit Keswick I shall be happy to show it you, hanging incom 
pany, in my study, with that of Kirke White. 

I remain, 
My Dear Sir, 
Faithfully yours, 
ROBERT SOUTHEY. 


Of course, I accepted Southey’s invitation, and next morn- 
ing, we set off, in a post-chaise, for Somersetshire. It would 
be impossible for me, were I so inclined, to give even a 
sketch of Southey’s conversation, which was interesting in 
the highest degree. He had formerly resided, himself, in 
the County through which we were travelling, and there had 
spent much of his time, with Coleridge and Wordsworth, 
amongst the Quantock Hills. It will be remembered that 
the famous Pantisocratic scheme was the result of this union 
of the Poets. 

Of Coleridge, we had many pleasant reminiscences, which 
some day I may publish — for the present, I must defer any 
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mention of the ‘noticeable man, with large grey eyes, and 
travel towards Combe Fleury. 

We arrived at the village about noon, and having alighted 
at the little inn, we all four proceeded towards the Vicarage, 
where Mr. Smith resided; a country lad officiating as our 
guide through the somewhat intricate lanes. We had pro- 
ceeded about three quarters of a mile, when the clod-hopper, 
mounting a gate, pointed with his huge hand to a portly 
looking gentleman, in a black dress and top boots, who was 
leisurely riding along on a rough looking cob, and opening 
his eyes and capacious mouth to the fullest extent of which 
each was capable, exclaimed, ‘There be Padson Smith, yan- 
der’ And, surely enough, the ‘ Padson’ it was, and towards 
him we made our way. 

He did not recognize Southey, but, looking hard at him 
and us, was about to pass on, when the Laureate went to- 
wards him and accosted him by name. Almost instant 
recognition took place, and the personal friends, although 
violent political enemies, cordially greeted each other. Smith 
alighted from his horse, and, directing our guide to take it 
to the stable, turned with us towards the house, asking a 
hundred questions, and ever and anon expressing his delight 
at the unexpected visit. 

The Vicarage was anything but pleasantly situated; and, 
in itself, more resembled a farm-house than ‘a village pastor’s 
‘modest mansion.’ Everything about it was in sad disorder, 
and plainly enough evidenced that no woman’s hand presided 
over the arrangements of the establishment. We got to the 
front door through a littered up court-yard, and, after passing 
through a stone paved hall, were conducted into the library, 
a large room, full of old-fashioned furniture, where books, 
parliamentary reports, pamphlets, and letters, lay all about, 
in most admired confusion. 

‘This is my work-shop,’ he observed to Southey; ‘as 
black as any smithy in Christendom.’ 
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And the neat and precise Laureate seemed to think SO 5 
for he looked cautiously about for a clean chair, folded up his 
coat-tails, and was preparing to sit down, when Smith, with a 
sly gravity, wiped, with his handkerchief, (none of the clean- 
est,) the dust from an old folio edition of the works of one 
of the Fathers of the Church, and requested his friend to sit 
on it. 

Southey shrunk from the profanation, and respectfully 
removing the work, preferred the dusty chair. I do not 
think he much -relished the joke, although he said nothing. 
I could not help thinking that he was mentally comparing, or 
rather contrasting, the appearance of Smith’s library, with 
that of his own exquisitely neat one, at Keswick. Alas! 
ere long he would wander into that learned retreat, there 
gaze for hours, with an idiotic smile, on a favorite black 
letter volume, and then submit himself, like a child, to the 
guiding hand of an attendant, and be led out — for, in the 
days of his insanity, it was a strange fact, that, although fond 
of finding his way into his beloved library, he never could 
discover the way out of it. 

The conversation was pretty general, and chiefly related 
to the old friends of either party. Mr. Smith spoke of 
Coleridge in the highest terms, but severely deprecated his 
indolence. Referring to Charles Lamb’s intemperate habits, 
he remarked: ‘ He draws so much beer, that, no wonder he 
buffoons people — he must have a butt to put it in,’ 

At this time, the question of the authorship of that 
strange, but clever and learned book, ‘THe Doctor,’ was a 
doubtful one, and much mooted in literary circles. Many 
suspected, and indeed named, Southey as the writer; but he 
never either admitted or denied the fact of his being so. 
The conversation turned on the subject, and Smith, with a 
roguish twinkle in his eye, told Southey that he knew who 
was the author. Southey calmly inquired the name, and the 
reverend gentleman remarked —‘I remember, some years 
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since, enjoying a conversation with one Robert Southey, in 
which he used the exact words which I find here’ — and he 
read from a page of the ‘Doctor’ a passage, and then said, 
‘Now, Mr. Laureate, it needs no conjuror to convince any 
one of common sense that the writer of the passage I have 
read, and the utterer of those very words to me, seven years 
since, are one and the same person.’ Southey bit his lip, 
put said nothing. After his death, Mrs. Southey divulged 
the secret, which her husband kept till his death. I question 
whether she would have made known the fact of the author- 
ship, had not some shabby fellows, by judicious nods and 
well-timed faint denials, gained the credit of being connected 
with the work. 
We sat down to a plain country dinner; after which 


‘The glasses sparkled on the board.’ 


Like Friar Tuck, the Canon of Saint Paul’s enjoyed crea- 
ture comforts, and many were the flashes of wit which set us 
in aroar. Southey was very abstemious, and refused wine, 
alleging his recent seizure as an excuse. Smith rattled 
away like a great boy, and with the sole exception of Theo- 
dore Hook, I never heard any one so brilliant in conversation. 
‘No subject came amiss to him, and he seemed at home in 
every one. Of humbugs, both political and personal, he had 
the most utter detestation, and freely expressed his opinions. 
{ shall not soon forget the ridicule which he that day heaped 
on the head of Robert Montgomery, who had then just pub- 
lished his poem ‘ Satan.’ 

The personal appearance of Sidney Smith T have already 
slightly referred to. He was about the average height, or a 
trifle above it— inclined to corpulency, and of a fresh red 
and white complexion — the expression of his features was 
pleasing, and his snowy hair gave him an air of venerability. 
Good humor was the prevailing characteristic, but when he 
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talked with severity his aspect became changed, and few 
could have beheld unmoved his withering glance. 

A hundred witty stories are told of him. Edwin Land- 
seer, the celebrated animal painter, sent to ask him to sit for 
his portrait. Mr. Smith, in reply, quoted scripture, and 
said, ‘Is thy servant a dog, that he should do this thing?’ 
Indeed, he was rather fond of scriptural witticisms; and on 
the last occasion of my ever seeing him at his lodgings, in 
Green street, in London, I remember the conversation turned 
on his Pennsylvanian letters, which had then just appeared 
in the Morning Chronicle. . He was surrounded by a circle 
of friends, one of whom, a young man, made an’ observation, 
which was to the effect, I think, that he envied him his 
acquirements and lettered ease. ‘ Young gentleman,’ said 
he, taking up a bundle of Pennsylvanian scrip, ‘I would you 
were altogether such as I am, except these bonds.’ Of course 
there was a general roar. Whether such applications of 
scripture as these were correct or not, in a grave and rever- 
end teacher, I leave for others to decide. 

Few persons are aware that Sidney Smith occasionally 
indulged in verse making. He was no mean poet, and I 
have seen in MSS. pieces of his which would be a credit to 
any pen. He however never published them; not choosing, 
as he remarked, to peril what little reputation he possessed 
by ‘tilting in and at a poetic ring.’ 

On the occasion of my visit to him at Combe Fleury, he 
showed us a stone which had enclosed a toad — it had been 
dug from a quarry in his neighborhood, and when it was 
broken open, the reptile was alive. He read to us some 
lines which he had written on the subject, and Southey 
requested a copy of them. After some hesitation, he con- 
sented. They strike me as being very extraordinary, and 
with them I conclude this slight sketch of one who, on this, 
as well as on the other side of the Atlantic, has attained an 
enviable reputation. Both of the great men I have referred 

Q* 
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to, are now slumbering in the dust of death. So is Mr. 
Cottle, who accompanied us on our visit. Only Mr. South- 
ey’s son and myself, of that pleasant party at Combe Fleury, 
remain on earth. 


ODE TO A TOAD, 
Found in a quarry stone at Combe Fleury. 
BY SIDNEY SMITH. 


Ancient of days! come leave behind thy catacomb of rock — 
What dark sublime of mystery lurks ‘neath thy vast vault lid! 

Did the Almighty Saviour save so mean a thing, to mock 
The Eternities of History — the Egyptian’s pyramid ? 


Like those old monuments which forced tired Time to raise his siege, 
That pigmy form.has baffled death — those eyes resisting night, 

There, with their never weary lids, by fate’s strange privilege, 
Like two small foggy stars, have kept, through long eclipse, their light. 


What is the hero’s panoply, man’s feeble dart defying ? 
Against thine adamantine mail, Time’s own were vainly hurled, — 
Thou, in thy pine-plumed canopy in state still living, lying, 
Whilst the pale, naked Nimrod scoured his chase, this upper world: 


Come, let us feel the miracle of motion in that breast! 
Earth’s sole perpetual — shaming that which stirs the heart of man; 
For wandering lights have lost their path — and spheres have rushed to 
rest, 
If missing stars speak truth, since first that little throb began. 


Since that dim day — day unimaginably far, far back 
In time’s night solitude, when these, thy fortress walls were soft, 

How oft have storms around thee swept — and forests murmured back ; 
And oceans boomed about thy cell, and billows broke aloft. 


Entombed, like the barbarian king beneath a river’s bed, 
Time’s own — its flood, disparting towers, broke not into thy cell: 
Assyrian and Cesarian thrones fell soundless o’er thy head, 
Comets and conquerors scowled — and plagues—and Empires rose and 
fell. 
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Where rivers roll their tribute on the changefal ocean’s shore; 
Their shifting spoils from thousand isles, where snowy sea-fowl flock ; 
Soon, all which they exhibit, gone, the great deep thunders o’er ~ 

All that to men at sea appeared a white, eternal rock! 


For, of the realms he ravages, and of the thrones he shakes, 
Eternity’s main river, Trme, makes other thrones and realms; 
Which, as on ruins still they rise, still ruin overtakes, 
And what the tributary rears, the parent sea o’erwhelms. 


And thou com’st scathless out from all earth’s fields of lost and de ad 
Ephemeral to thee, the crowned with bay or diadem, 

Till man thy ark’s dark portal broke, and bared thy ‘jewelled head,’ 
So thou, all but immortal, rose, to prove thee dust like them. 


20 A LITERARY BREAKFAST 


A LITERARY BREAKFAST AT SAMUEL ROGERS’S. 


Who has not heard of the famous Lobster suppers of 
Pope, and the witty re-unions at ‘Tom’s Coffee House,’ 
where ruffled gallants met to discuss liquor and literature ? 
Or who has not longed to make one of such a party as that 
described, or rather referred to, by the sprightly Lady Mary 
Wortley Montague, who, with chosen associates, | 


‘When the cares of the day were all passed, 
Sat down with champagne and a chicken at last.’ 


and, to what was far better, ‘the feast of reason and the flow 
of soul?’ These ‘long ago’ affairs have had their Bos- 
wells to chronicle them, and so faithful have been some of 
the accounts furnished, that we seem, whilst perusing them, 
to ‘live o’er each scene.’ In imagination, we jostle against 
rapiers and ruffles —our modern legs get entangled in the 
many folds of the ample fardingale and hoops, and high 
heels startle us with their quaint appearances. 

The times have changed —the days of the blue-stocking 
clique are remembered with the things that were. Hannah 
More, Mrs. Delancy, Mrs. Thrale, and Madame D’Arblay, 
no longer sit sipping their cougou, and listening to the oracu- 
lar sayings of Doctor Johnson, or indulging in sprightly re- 
marks and flippant nothings. Will’s Coffee House is non est 
inventus. ‘Tom’s’ exists butin name. Ranelagh, with its 
variegated leafy arcades, and brilliantly lighted bowers, is no 
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more — and all who gossipped so delightfully, or talked so 
learnedly, but a few years ago, have passed away, leaving 
only legacies of wit or wisdom to their descendants; who, in 
losing Vauxhall, have parted with the latest remnant of old- 
fashioned gaiety. 

The times have greatly changed — Club-houses have 
knocked Coffee-houses into nothingness, and Almack’s has 
annihilated the literary coteries —but there are yet two or 
three chosen retreats sacred to genius and talent, and I am 
about to glance at one of them. 

How seldom does it happen, in this world of ours, that 
poetry and prosperity go hand in hand — penury and _priva- 
tion are generally, and even proverbially, the lot of him who 
dares to build the lofty rhyme; indeed, it has been thought 
that opulence is destructive of genius, and that literary but- 
terfly, Horace Walpole, whose reputation rests only on his 
letters, and whom, from my very soul, I despise, chiefly on 
account of his heartless treatment of the ‘marvellous boy,’ 
Chatterton, said ‘singing birds should not be too well fed! 

SAMUEL Rogers is an exception to the almost general 
rule that authors should be poor. And who has not, at some 
time or other, heard of the author of the ‘PLEASURES OF 
Memory?’ He is not gifted, as Byron was, with beauty of 
person; so far from it, he is the very opposite of ‘ good look- 
ing, as it is termed; but he is rich—a very Croesus. A 
London Banker —he can draw checks alike on the Bank of 
England and on the treasury of the Muses; and what is 
better, find each duly honored. He has an exquisite taste, 
and possesses abundantly the means of gratifying it. Art 
lays her tributes at his feet, and Genius is at his beck and 
call. For him science labors, and at his bidding Music pours 
forth its melodious offerings. He possesses the magic talis- 
man, Monry — which, like the slave of the lamp, in the 
Arabian tale, fulfils all his requirements, and surrounds him 
with all that heart can wish. Verily, if wealth, taste, and 
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refinement, can confer happiness on mortal, Samuel Rogers 
must be a satisfied man. 

About six years ago, whilst on a visit to some friends in 
London, I spent a day with Coleridge, who then resided with 
Mr. Gilman, at Highgate. Whilst there, the poet received a 
note from Mr. Rogers, inviting him to breakfast, in St. James’s 
Place, on the following morning. Coleridge, knowing that it 
would gratify me to accompany him, very kindly asked 
me to do so, saying that he could take the liberty of intro- 
ducing a friend, and I agreed to go. 

I shall not, at present, dwell upon my recollections of the 
‘noticeable man, with large grey eyes, that I shall reserve 
for a future paper of the series; but, lest it should escape my 
memory, and as I intended this sketch to be rambling and 
desultory, I will here just relate an anecdote of Coleridge, 
little known, and strikingly characteristic of his dreaming 
propensities, even in childhood. It has been published in 
only one work, which obtained a very limited circulation in 
England, entitled ‘Early Recollections of §. T. Coleridge, by 
Joseph Cottle, and was furnished to Mr. C. by myself. 

Coleridge’s father was a clergyman, residing at the small 
town of St. Mary Ottery, in Devonshire ; and a near rela- 
tive of mine, then a young girl, at the time of the incident I 
am about to relate, also lived there. One night she was 
awakened from her slumbers. by the bellman -of the town, 
who startled the quiet of the place by bawling out the fol- 
lowing : 

‘Lost and strayed away, Samuel Coleridge, the Vicar’s 
child — 

In consequence of this announcement, all who could, left 
their beds and proceeded in search of the little truant. My 
relative, among the rest, who knew the child well, and to 
whom the little fellow was much attached, joined the band of 
searchers, who sought a long time, but without success. Af- 
ter three hours’ wandering, many returned to the distracted 
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parents, with no tidings of their lost one; but the young girl 
determined not te give up the matter so easily, and, in pur- 
suance of her determination, to leave no chance of finding 
him untried, she proceeded towards the banks of the little river 
Otter, which she knew was a favorite haunt of the child’s. 

She had not gone far, when she fancied that she heard a 
low, moaning sound, but thinking it to be merely the noise of 
the water, she was passing on, when she distinctly recognized 
a child’s voice. The sound led her to the river’s edge, and 
there, much to her surprise and satisfaction, she found Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge, then a child of four years of age, lying in 
the moonlight, on the brink of the stream, with his head 
hanging over the bank — his little hands clutched a bunch of 
sedge, which grew out of the water, and he was tugging 
away at them with might and main, and murmuring in his 
sleep — ‘pull up the clothes, Molly, my feet are cold.’ With 
every effort at the reeds he pulled himself a little over the 
bank, and in a few more minutes, in all probability, he would 
have fallen into the stream, which was deep enough to have 
prevented the ‘Ancient Mariner’ from having ever been sung 
by his musical lips. Even at so early an age, the little fel- 
low was a dreamer. I need not add, that his return was 
greeted with lively demonstrations of delight by those who 
knew him; and who did not? for ‘little Sammy’ was a 
town pet. 

But to return to Rogers and his breakfast. On the fol- 
lowing morning, for a wonder, Mr. Coleridge called for me 
at the time he had appointed, and we proceeded together, in 
a hack carriage, to St. James’s Place. Mr. Rogers himself 
received us, and as none of the other invited guests had 
arrived, I had a favorable opportunity of observing the ven- 
erable poet. 

Thad anticipated seeing what is termed a plain face — 
but I had not pictured to myself one so unpoetical as 
Rogers’s. Byron’s lines on it, ill-natured and uncalled for as 
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they were, were at least pictorially true to nature. ‘There 
was recently published in the Pictorial Times, or London 
Illustrated News, I forget which, a sketch of him, taken at 
the National Gallery, in the act of examining a painting. 
That likeness is correct in every respect. The sunken eye, 
shrivelled nose, toothless jaws, and retracted lips, are to the 
life. But though Time has been busy with the poet's mortal 
part, he has not interfered with the jewel it contains. That 
remains undimmed, and although it emits fewer rays than of 
yore, its capability of doing so is not destroyed. 

The poet is of middle stature, and unbowed by age. 
Indeed, in his motions, he is, to use a common but expressive 
figure, as ‘brisk as a boy.’ Nothing on earth is more delight- 
ful, I think, than a cheerful, intelligent old man. And such 
is Samuel Rogers. He, indeed, possesses all ‘the pleasures 
of memory, and has had the rare good fortune to live and 
experience what he sung about years and years ago. His 
conversation was lively and piquant, but did not exhibit: any 
of those sallies of wit, which are so often attributed to him in 
the newspapers, under the head of ‘Sam Rogers’s last,’ &c. 
To Coleridge’s observations he was profoundly attentive; but 
the great conversationalist was not in a very talking 
humor, and I was rather glad of it, as it gave me a better 
opportunity of using my eyes, than I should have had, had 
his words fallen on my charmed ear. Mr. Rogers received 
me very kindly, without an introduction, for Coleridge, with 
his usual absence of mind, or rather utter disregard of all 
the minor courtesies and usages of society, neglected to pre- 
sent me to Mr. Rogers, until the latter looked very hard at 
me, and I reminded Coleridge that he had a companion. 

What a magnificent room was that library of Rogers’s! 
There were paintings from the hands of the best ancient and 
modern masters, in gorgeous frames. Portfolios of the 
choicest and rarest prints — water color drawings, by every 
artist of celebrity, of past and present times —rare speci- 
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mens of vertu, which would have thrown the proprietor of 
Strawberry Hill into a very flutter of excitement. Busts, 
some brown with age, and others in all the brilliant modern 
whiteness of Carrara marble — costly gems and priceless 
intaglios — books, curious in their old literal board covers, 
with ancient silver clasps and venerable letters — manu- 
scripts, so precious from time, and in consequence of the 
labor which had been bestowed on them by grey monks, in 
solemn old cells, ages since, that they were shrined in crystal 
cases. ‘I'here was a large piece of Amber, in which was a 
fly enclosed, perfect and unmutilated, leaving us to wonder 
how it got there and achieved its transparent immortality. 
Sidney Smith once taking it up said, ‘perhaps it buzzed in 
Adam’s ear. And there were vases of exquisite form and 
workmanship — relics from Pompeii and from far away Ind ; 
and all so tastefully disposed that no Museum effect was pro- 
duced, nor did any one object so obtrude itself as to detract 
from the apparent value or the impression produced by 
another. 

On a pedestal was a bust of Pope, modelled, at least so far 
as a part of the drapery was concerned, by the artist (Rou- 
billac, I believe,) in the presence of Mr. Rogers’s father. 
But there were two objects in the room, which, more than 
any others, engrossed my attention; the one represented the 
enormous wealth of its possessor, and the other indicated 
his keen appreciation of the value of mind. These articles 
were simply two small pieces of paper, in gold frames. One 
of them was a Bank of England note for one million pounds 
sterling, and the other the original receipt of John Milton for 
five pounds, (the sum he received for the copyright of Para- 
dise Lost, from Simmonds, the bookseller.) The bank ‘note 
was one of the only four which were ever struck from a 
plate, which was afterwards destroyed. The Rothschilds 
have one impression; the late Mr. Coutts had another; the 
Bank of England the third, and, as I have said, Mr. Rogers 
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decorates his parlor with the remaining one. There it hangs, 
within any one’s reach —a fortune to many, but valueless to 
all excepting its owner. No one would think of stealing it, 
for it would be only as so much waste paper. It never could 
be negotiated without detection, and, were it destroyed by 
fire, from its peculiar character no loss would ensue to Mr. 
Rogers. At his word, however, it might be transformed into 
a golden shower. He, alone, is the magician who can render 
it all-powerful for good or evil. 

With a far different class of feelings, I gazed upon the 
handwriting of 


‘The blind old man of London.’ 


I imagined the mighty man at his dwelling in Artillery Walk, 
near Bunhill Fields Burying Ground, dictating to his daugh- 
ter, and sitting in his antique chair, 


‘ Whilst visions rose, 
Of gorgeous beauty, round the bard’s repose ;’ 


or quietly enduring the shrewish temper of his wife, who, if 
report be true, sometimes made the house too hot to hold 
him. Yes, that very paper had been touched by Milton! 
His own hand had traced those almost illegible characters! 
Oh that the paper had possessed the power of one of Litch 
& Whipple’s daguerreotype plates, so that we might have 
had the poet’s face stamped on its surface! 

One after another, the breakfasting party dropped in. I 
knew most of them by sight, and all by repute. Leigh Hunt 
was amongst the earliest arrivals. He was about the aver- 
age height, and looked somewhat older than I should have 
supposed — but anxiety and adversity had done their work 
on his frame. Unlike Rogers, his life had been one of pri- 
vation and endurance. His hair was parted in the very cen- 
tre of his forehead, and carefully combed towards either side. 
Once it had been raven black —but now it was so thickly 
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streaked with the frostwork of mental toil and time, that it 
appeared of iron grey. His eyes were very dark and viva- 
cious, and beamed with that kindly expression which any 
one may be sure Leigh Hunt wears, who reads his delightful 
works. There was a fulness about the lower part of his 
face, which rather marred the general pleasant expression, 
but his mouth was indicative of much amiability of disposi- 
tion ; his cheeks were whiskerless, which gave somewhat of a 
boyish air to his appearance, and this was increased by his 
manner of wearing his collar, which was ample, and turned 
down, & la Byron. There was a slight stoop of his shoulders 
— that bend which is almost always a characteristic of studi- 
ous men — and his dress was ill-fitted, and hung ungracefully 
about a spare and somewhat attenuated figure. So much for 
the author of Rimini, who, as soon as he had greeted the 
master of the house, strolled towards the book-shelves. 

Thomas Campbell had been invited, but, much to my 
sorrow, he did not make his appearance, although I looked 
anxiously for him amongst every new group of visitors. I 
should like to have seen the poets of Hope and Memory 
together, but it was not to be. I afterwards frequently saw 
Mr. Campbell, and, in a future sketch, shall introduce him to 
my readers. 

Crofton Croker, author of the ‘ Fairy Legends of Ireland, 
came into the room arm in arm with William Jerdan, the 
editor of the Literary Gazette. Croker and Jerdan pre- 
sented a striking contrast; the fairy chronicler being little of 
stature — some four foot nothing — and Jerdan standing over 
six feet in his stockings. Little Croker had a shining bald 
head, a round, dumpling, good-humored face; and Jerdan a 
physiognomy of hard, Scotch character, that looked as if it 
had been washed in vinegar and rubbed dry with a nutmeg 
grater. The rich brogue of the Irishman, and the broad 
twang of the Scotchman, were conspicuous enough. The 
faces of these gentlemen were by no means indices of their 
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respective dispositions, for it is well known that Croker is by 
no means indulgent to others; whereas, Jerdan is a merciful 
critic, a kind-hearted man, and a fosterer of struggling men 
of genius —such, for instance, as Thomas Miller, the author 
of a ‘Day in the Woods,’ etc. 

And there was Miller amongst the guests. He was pointed 
out to me by Doctor W. Cooke Taylor, as profound a scholar, 
and as amiable a man, as ever trod the Irish soil. At Trinity 
College he was the first.man of his day, and now he stands, 
in many respects, second to none. As a Hebrew scholar, he 
has not his equal. 

Thomas Miller I looked at with no ordinary interest; he 
had just then made a sensation in London, and was amongst 
the lions of the day. His history is somewhat singular. I 
shall avail myself of the privilege afforded by this discursive 
sort of scribbling, and relate the chief incidents connected 
with it, as I afterwards heard them from his own lips. 

I had read, with considerable interest, a work entitled, ‘A 
Day in the Woods, by Thomas Miller, Basket Maker,’ and 
felt not a little delighted with his vivid and graphic descrip- 
tions of rural and forest scenery. Nothing so natural and 
fresh had appeared in our literature. Even Bloomfield failed 
to convey so happy an idea of country life as Miller. One 
morning I inquired his address, and determined to call on 
Mr. Miller, trusting to the frankness and amiability which 
pervaded every page of his book, for his excuse of my intro- 
ducing myself to him. I had a long walk down St. George’s 
Road, Southwark, on a dismal, drizzling November day — 
and that was no joke, as any one familiar with a fogey day, 
at that time of the year, in London, can testify. After much 
inquiry, I found out Elliot’s Row, to which place I had been 
directed, and when I had ascertained the group of houses, in 
one of which the poet resided, I had great difficulty in finding 
out the exact dwelling. The very people who lived next 
door to Miller did not know of such a person — although half 
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of literary London was ringing with his praises, and crying 
him up, as a newly-found genius. Such is fame in the 
mighty metropolis! 

At length, on inquiring at a humble, but neat-looking dom- 
icile, I was told, by an interesting-looking little girl, that her 
father (the poet) resided there. I entered, asked to see him, 
and presently he came down stairs. 

I introduced myself, told him I had read his works, which 
had delighted me by their truthfulness, and much desired to 
see him before I left town. He very kindly shook me by 
the hand, and after some agreeable chat, we made an appoint- 
ment to dine with each other, at a chop house in the Strand, 
the next day. The story of his life, which he told me on the 
latter occasion, was to the following effect: 

He was born on the borders of Sherwood Forest, where 
Robin Hood and his merry men flourished in times of old. 
From childhood (he was then about five or six and twenty) 
he had loved to wander in the green woods and lanes, and 
unconsciously his poetic sensibilities were thus fostered. His 
station in life was very humble, and at an early age he 
learned basket-making, by which occupation he earned a bare 
subsistence. He married early, and the increasing wants of 
a family led him to try the experiment of publishing some 
poems and sketches, but, owing to want of patronage, no ben- 
efit resulted to him. He at last determined to go to London 
— that fancied paradise of young authors — that great reser- 
voir of talent — too often, that grave of genius. hither he 
went, leaving, for the present, his family behind, and, alight- 
ing from the stage-coach, found himself in the Strand —a 
stranger amongst thousands, with just seven shillings and 
sixpence in his pocket. He soon made the melancholy dis- 
covery that a stranger in London, however great may be his 
talents, stands but a poor chance of getting on, without the 
assistance of some helping hand; so, to keep body and soul 
together, he set to work making baskets. In this occupation 
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he continued some time, occasionally sending some little 
contribution to the periodicals. At length Fortune smiled 
on her patient wooer. One day, whilst he was engaged in 
bending his osiers, he was surprised by a visit from Mr. W. 
H. Harrison, Editor of the ‘Friendship’s Offering, an En- 
glish Annual. That gentleman had seen one or two pieces 
of Miller’s, and been struck with their originality. He found 
him out, after much labor, and asked him to write a poem for 
the forthcoming volume of the OrrERING. 

Miller told me that he was so poor then that he had not 
pen, ink, or paper; so he got some whitey-brown paper, in 
which sugar had been wrapped, mixed up some soot with 
water for his ink, and then sat down — the back of a bellows 
serving for a desk —and wrote his well-known lines on an 
‘Old Fountain’ These beautiful verses being completed, he 
sealed his letter with some moistened bread for a wafer, and 
forwarded them, with many hopes and fears, to the Editor. 
They were immediately accepted, and Mr. Harrison forward- 
ed the poet two guineas for them. ‘I never had been so rich 
in my life before,’ said the Basket-maker -to me, ‘and I fan- 
cied some one would hear of my fortune and try to rob me of 
it — so, at night, I barred the door and went to bed, but did 
not sleep all night, from delight and fear.’ Miller still, to 
his honor, continued the certain occupation of basket-making, 
but he was noticed by many— amongst others, by Lady 
Blessington, who. sent for him, recommended his book, and 
did him substantial service. ‘Often, said Miller, ‘have I 
been sitting in Lady Blessington’s splendid drawing-room in 
the morning, talking and laughing as familiarly as in the old 
house at home, and, on the same evening, I might have been 
seen standing on Westminster Bridge, between an apple- 
vender and a baked-potato merchant, vending my baskets.’ 

Miller now tried his hand at a novel, Royston Gower, 
which succeeded well, and then another, Farr RosAmonp — 
—he read diligently at the British Museum, and was perse- 
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veringly industrious. Jerdan took him by the hand, and he 
contributed a good deal to the Literary Gazette. He is, at 
the time I write, himself a publisher in Newgate street, Lon- 
don. Miller is rather below the middle height, his face is 
round and rosy looking, and he wears a profusion of light 
hair. He has a strong Nottinghamshire dialect, and possesses 
little or none of the awkwardness of a countryman. Next to 
William and Mary Howitt, he is the best writer on rural 
matters in England; and I am quite sure, that were his later 
works reprinted in America, they would have an extensive 
sale. | 

There is a quick footfall, or rather a series of them, on the 
stairs —and Theodore Hook enters. But as I have arrived 
at the point to which I have limited myself, in each paper, I 
shall postpone the conclusion of the Rogers’s Breakfast until 
my next. 
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NO. II. 


Hook was at that time beginning to ‘ break,’ as it is called. 
His hair had, in a great measure, fallen off from his temples, 
and the short curly locks were thickly streaked with grey — 
but the brilliancy of his eye was undimmed, and scarcely any 
of its fire was quenched. He was not, however, so elastic in 
his movements as he had been, even about a twelvemonth 
before, when I had met him at one of the Literary Fund 
dinners. At that time he was editing the ‘Jonn BuLy’ 
newspaper, and employed too, in occasionally contributing to 
some of the magazines. The work of the newspaper was by 
no means heavy, but his time was so taken up in visiting his 
noble friends and admirers, that he too often neglected the 
necessary work of the journal, until the latter end of the 
week, when he was compelled to write with rail-road speed, 
and often carelessly, to the great peril of his brilliant reputa- 
tion. It was no uncommon thing, at this time, for Hook to 
leave a pleasant party at the house of one of his patrons, far 
in the country, on Friday evening, post rapidly some score of 
miles to London, write off his articles in the John Bull office, 
during the night, and return to the house of his host by break- 
fast time the next morning. During all this period of hard 
work, for his necessities compelled his pen to be incessantly 
going, he appeared the same light-hearted, dashing, care-for- 
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naught, reckless man of the world as ever. Scarcely a day 
passed without his appearing in some party, as its most 
attractive star, and certain circles were deemed incomplete, 
unless they were graced by his fascinating presence. -Per- 
haps there never existed a more general favorite in a certain 
class of society, than THeopore .Hooxr. He was always 
delightful, and never coarse. His wit played around and 
lighted up every subject which engaged his attention, and so 
varied were his acquirements, that he seemed the very Admi- 
rable Crichton of his day. 

Mr. D’Israeli, in his last and most profound novel, ‘ Co- 
ningsby, has admirably hit off the character of Hook, under 
the assumed name of Lucian Gay, and to that work I would 
refer the reader, who may be anxious to learn more of the 
author of ‘Sayings and Doings.’ Poor Hook! Not many 
years after the time to which I am now more especially refer- 
ing, whilst the world was yet ringing with his praises, he 
lay hopelessly on a sick bed, with poverty staring him in the 
face. To the last degree careless about money matters, he 
had made no provision for the evil day, and as is generally 
the case, his butterfly friends, who had enjoyed his society 
whilst it was worth having, left the dying wit to pass alone 
through the weary hours of sickness., 

A great deal has been said about Hook’s power of extem- 
poraneous song-making. It was indeed wonderful : 


‘Rhyming to him was no more difficile, 
Than to a blackbird ’t was to whistle.’ 


I was once present at a party of which Hook made one. 
There were upwards of fifty present, all of them connected 
with literature; it was at the house of a gentleman at Bromp- 
ton, who was then the editor of one of the leading weekly 
critical journals. Late in the evening, after the bottle had 
circulated pretty freely, toasts and songs were the order of 
the night, and Hook was called on to contribute his quota to 
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the evening’s amusement. He rattled off an extemporaneous 
song, the third line of each stanza ending with the name of 
some individual of the party; in the fourth line he brought 
in a rhyme to the name, and often so unexpectedly ludicrous 
were the allusions made, that each sally was received with 
bursts of obstreperous mirth. There was not a single person 
in the room who escaped his running fire — the very servants 
were included, and trifling incidents which occurred during 
the singing of the song were seized hold of and turned to 
account. It certainly was a wonderful effort of genius, for iri 
many of the verses even great poetic power was exhibited. 
How I wished that a stenographer had been present. Some 
one has said that had Hook’s productions of this kind only been 
committed to paper, just as they fell from his lips, and pub- 
lished, without the least alteration, they would have exceeded 
in quantity and quality his published works, and secured to 
him a brilliant reputation. Thus, however, was much of his 
genius frittered away. 

A breakfast party was not exactly the sort of thing to 
bring Theodore out; his genius required, for its full devel- 
opement, the flashing aid of wax candles, and the incessant 
fire of champagne corks. I do not mean to say that he could 
not be attractive over Congou or Hyson; but all who knew 
him will agree with me in saying that Theodore Hook, in the 
morning and evening, were, apparently, the opposites of each 
other.. At all times he was fascinating ; but it was when sur- 
rounded by choice spirits, and he had for a time flung care to 
the winds, that his powers of enchaining all within the sound 
of his voice, were most potent. 

Amongst the guests was a. gentleman who has created a 
new school of literature by making the Newgate Calendar his 
text book; for Mr. W. Harrison Ainsworth seems to have 
taken especial delight in dishing up for his readers chronicles 
of crime, and records of rascality. 

Ainsworth and George Cruikshank, appropriately enough, 
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entered the apartment together. I say appropriately enough, 
because they were so intimately connected with each other, as 
author and artist, that they had, to the public eye, been for 
some time Stamesed. Ainsworth looked much like the por- 
trait of him, prefixed to one of his recent volumes. He is 
strikingly handsome — his profile is well cut, and his upper 
lip has much of that regular curve which we see in some of 
the Byron portraits. His eye is very dark, and piercing 
rather than brilliant. It is evident that he takes great pains 
with his hair, which is of jet black, and falls in little ringlets, 
not altogether natural, I guess, down his neck. His dress 
was in the very height of fashion —so much s0, as to appear 
somewhat foppish — and he sported an abundance of trinkets. 
Ainsworth’s manners were by no means easy, and formed 
quite a contrast to those of Hook, which were marked with 
peculiar grace. 

Who has not heard of George Cruikshank? The humor- 
ous, ever-toiling, indefatigable George? Some years since, 
a sketch of this inimitable caricaturist appeared in Fraser’s 
magazine, where he was represented seated on a cask, and 
sketching on a piece of paper, placed on the crown of his hat. 
It was much like him, but as many of my readers may neither 
have seen that drawing nor the original, I will try to describe 
him, as he appeared that morning at Rogers’s. 

Cruikshank is tall, and rather lanky in person — his head 
is well shaped, and his face very expressive — but pale and 
thin. His grey eyes are piercing and ever moving, or when 
they do rest on any object, seem at once to look through it. 
He has lightish colored hair, which he wears carefully comb- 
ed back, so as to leave his right temple, which is high and 
well developed, exposed, and also enormous whiskers: He 
sports moustachios of a very peculiar cut, which gives to his 
visage a half-martial appearance. At first sight, most persons 
would take him for a foreigner ; many suppose that he whose 
comic sketches had so often moved their risible muscles, has 
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something of the humorous in his physiognomical aspect. 
Such is not the case—he looks more like a Cynic than a 
comic illustrator. ‘There is a sort of severe expression in his ~ 
countenance, which at times is almost forbidding. 

I did not get any opportunity of being near him, so that I 
could not listen to his conversation; but I have heard that he 
is usually taciturn, and almost morose. I was told that he is 
seldom to be seen in society — and when we consider the vast 
amount of work which he gets through, this may easily be 
credited. For years past he has illustrated the best comic 
works which have appeared; and not only has he surpassed 
all others in his own peculiar line, but he has shown that in 
serious, and even tragic subjects, he is a master of his art. In 
proof of this, I need only to refer the reader to some of his 
illustrations in Oliver Twist, especially that striking one of 
Fagin, in the condemned cell. 

Whilst I was looking at Cruikshank, a gentleman of 
sombre look entered the room. He was clad in a suit of 
plain black, and in his deportment seemed diffident, even to 
shyness. There was but little about him to fix attention, 
save an expression of great kindness about his mouth. His 
eyes were really dull-looking, and his forehead, which was 
thinly covered with light hair, was by no means of an intel- 
lectual cast. Nevertheless, there was a certain something 
attractive about him, which engaged my attention, and made 
me anxious to know who he was. 

Coleridge, by this time, was deep in talk with Mr. Sharon 
Turner, a feeble-looking, elderly gentleman, who is well 
known to every true lover of solid literature, as the ‘ Middle 
Ages’ author; and I did not venture to disturb him, for the 
purpose of inquiring who the new comer was — but observ- 
ing Leigh Hunt leaning with his elbow on the marble 
mantel-piece, and having, before that morning, had the 
pleasure of an introduction to him, I crossed the room, and 
learned from him that the gentleman who had so excited my 
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curiosity was Mr. Bryan Waller Proctor — better known by 
his assumed name of Barry CorNnwaALt, the author of, 
amongst many other productions, ‘ The Sea.’ 

Mr. Proctor, it may not be generally known, on this side 
of the water, is a member of the legal profession, and occu- 
pies chambers in one of the inns of court, where he practises 
in the unpoetical vocation of a conveyancer. Hunt kindly 
introduced me to him— and I was as much charmed with 
his urbanity and affability as I had previously been with his 
poetry. He told me that he was a ‘stay-at-home man,’ and 
asked me to call on him at his chambers— an invitation 
which I accepted before I left London, and to which I may 
hereafter refer. 

Mr. Sergeant Talfourd sat near me, and as I had met him 
frequently, whilst on the Oxford Circuit, we were soon 
chatting familiarly together. The author of ‘Ion’ is one 
of the most amiable men I ever knew, and never did any 
literary man enjoy, in a fuller degree, the esteem and admi- 
ration of his brother laborers in the same field. His face is 
not handsome, but it is indicative of great sweetness of 
disposition. His dark eyes glow with sensibility, and were 
not the lower portion of his face rather too full, its express- 
ion would be what is termed ‘sweet.’ Talfourd is a most 
industrious man, and I remarked to him, that I wondered 
how he could get through so much legal business, and yet 
have time to woo the Muse. He replied, that he had need 
work hard, as he had the mouths of thirteen children to feed. 
As an advocate, Mr. Talfourd stands very high, and he is a 
general favorite with the Bar. His eloquence is rather of a 
persuasive character, and he elicits truth none the less 
effectually for using gentle means. It is really astonishing 
that he can, as he does, divest his mind of all the technicali- 
ties of law, and produce poetry of such beauty — but so it is. 
I remember being told by a tradesman of Monmouth, in 
whose house Mr. Talfourd used to lodge, when on the 
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Oxford Circuit, that he would often listen for hours at Mr. 
T’s door, after Court hours, to hear him, as he walked up 
and down the room, recite poetry — it being Mr. Talfourd’s - 
habit to compose aloud, as he paces the room. The listener 
(a tailor,) with quite an enthusiastic tone, assured me ‘it was 
beautiful to hear him.’ 

Mr. Thomas Babington Macauley, the celebrated review- 
er, made one of the party. He is about the middle age, 
with a countenance fully indicative of the great powers 
which are universally ascribed to him. I saw but little of 
him, for he joined a group who were turning over a port- 
folio of water-color drawings, and he left immediately after 
breakfast, unnoticed by me. 

There was a good sprinkling of painters present, for Mr. 
Rogers is a munificent patron of the fine Arts. Unlike 
many who have wealth at their disposal, he, as may be 
readily supposed, possesses an exquisite taste —he is, in- 
deed, fastidious, almost to a fault. When he resolved, some 
few years ago, on publishing a new edition of his Poems, he 
determined on having them illustrated in a style which 
should be superior to anything of the kind which had ever 
appeared before. He, therefore, commissioned Turner, Cor- 
bould, Creswick, Stothard, and others, to make a series of 
designs for the work. These celebrated painters sent in 
each a number of water-color drawings, of the choicest kind ; 
but so particular was Mr. Rogers, that, from twenty or thir- 
ty, by an artist, he would select, perhaps, but one, although 
he paid liberally for the whole. And. even after he had 
expended a large sum on the engraving of the chosen draw- 
ing, he would frequently alter his mind — cancel the plate, 
and have fresh designs made, until his taste or fancy was 
gratified. Money, to a man who could hang up a million of 
money in his library, was, of course, no object — and he had 
determined that his verses should go down to posterity, 
associated with all that was beautiful and refined. in Art. 
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This work, it was said, cost Mr. Rogers, (for he undertook 
to pay the publisher the whole of the expenses, which no 
tradesman would have had the boldness to risk, however 
enterprising he might be,) about ten thousand pounds! and 
it will always remain as a memento of his wealth, genius, 
and taste. 

Perhaps the most distinguished painter present was the 
late Sir David Wilkie. Wilkie was rather tall in stature, 
and his face indicated his Caledonian origin. There was a 
sedateness and shrewdness withal in his light grey eye — 
nothing brilliant, indeed — on the contrary, he would scarce- 
ly have attracted attention, had he not been so widely known 
and appreciated as the painter of the Blind Fiddler. His 
dress was remarkably unpretending in its style, and he 
looked more like a substantial tradesman than a man of 
fine and original genius. He was very silent, and, in this 
respect, the opposite of Chantrey, who sat near him, chat- 
ting familiarly with each and every one who came in his 
way. 

Nor did Chantrey look the great man he assuredly was. 
His habits of high living had made his frame gross and 
corpulent. His cheeks were puffed out, and it required 
some stretch of the imagination to feel that the rather thick 
and clumsy hands which I saw, were those which had 
modelled the exquisite statues of the Sleeping Children, in 
Litchfield Cathedral, or the wonderful brace of Birds which 
are, and will be, whilst genius shall be revered, such orni- 
thological stony triumphs, at the late Earl of Leicester’s 
seat, at Holkham. 

Had Sir Francis been less of a gourmand, he might now 
have been alive; but, unfortunately, his epicurism brought 
on a diseased habit of body, and rendered it unable to with- 
stand the shocks which incessant application rendered it 
subject to. He died not long afterward, in his chair, whilst 
seated at dinner, and partaking of one of his favorite dishes. 
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Honest Allan Cunningham accompanied Chantrey. Hvery 
one knows that ‘Honest Allan,” as Sir Walter Scott called 
him, was Chantrey’s assistant. Cunningham was a tall, 
stout Scot, and looked more like a bluff farmer, fresh from 
the Grampians, than a poet. I never saw a man so devoid 
of affectation, as he. When I was presented to him, for the 
first time, in Chantrey’s studio, he gripped my hand in his 
monstrous bony fist, and squeezed it till I thought it had got 
into a vice; but it was a grasp of the right earnest sort. 
Chantrey was frequently more indebted to Cunningham for 
advice, with respect to his statues, than is generally known, 
and the great sculptor freely acknowledged this — but Allan, 
with a fine generosity, never would admit it. Poor Cun- 
ningham! he did not long survive his friend and patron — 
both are now subjects for ‘ monumental marble’ themselves. 

‘Who is that very thoughtful looking personage, talking 
with Talfourd?’ I asked of Thomas Miller. 

‘That,’ he replied, ‘is Samuel Warren, the author of the 
celebrated ‘ Diary of a late Physician, which appeared in 
Blackwood some time since.’ 

Mr. Warren was anything but brilliant-looking ; indeed, 
he had that sort of face which may be called ‘heavy.’ Still 
it was of a very thoughtful cast, and the high and broad 
forehead indicated powers of a very superior order. He 
seemed to be remarkably shy and retiring, and I noticed 
that, during the whole morning, he seldom exchanged a word 
with any one but the author of Ion. 

It may not be generally known that Mr. Warren is a son 
of Doctor Warren, once a Wesleyan Minister of Manchester 
—but now a Clergyman of the Church of England —he is 
by profession a barrister, and travels on the Northern Cir- 
cuit. His profession furnishes him with abundance of 
material, and a late tale of surpassing interest, in Black- 
wood’s Magazine, entitled ‘Wr ARE ALL LOW PEOPLE 
THERE— A TALe or THE AssizeEs, from his pen, is a 
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proof of his tact in seizing on every day topics, and con- 
verting them into subjects of deep interest. 

Mr. Warren was originally intended for the medical pro- 
fession, and studied in the hospitals —a circumstance which 
accounts for the intimate acquaintance with professional 
matters, which is evinced in his Physician’s Diary. It is a 
curious circumstance connected with these papers, that they 
were offered to, and successively rejected by, nearly all the 
leading English Magazines, and thrown aside by the author 
as useless. A friend of Warren’s persuaded him to offer 
them to Professor Wilson, and he sent them anonymously. 
They were accepted, and at once became popular. But it 
was not until many papers of the series had been before 
the public, that the Editor knew his correspondent. He 
afterwards wrote Cates SruKELY; and rumor ascribes 
Marston, oR THE Memorrs or A STATESMAN, now pub- 
lishing in ‘Old Ebony,’ to his pen, but I question much 
whether Warren is the author, and have good reasons for 
my doubts on the subject. 

At this distance of time I cannot call to mind half of the 
noticeable people who thronged Mr. Rogers’s Saloons that 
morning ; for, after the business of tea and coffee sipping had 
been concluded, there was a continual in-coming and out- 
going of persons, most of them ‘men of mark.’ 

Hook, and a group of laughing companions, got together 
as usual in one of the ante-rooms, and the popping of cham- 
pagne corks, mingling with short and merry laughter, pro- 
claimed that he was in full fire. A champagne breakfast 
was much more to the taste of him and his circle, than that 
composed of less exciting fluids. I longed to be near them, 
to listen to some of the good things which doubtless were 
flying about; but Coleridge, who was somewhat feeble, 
was leaning on my arm, and I had no opportunity, (I am 
ashamed, almost, to say that I felt any inclination,) of 
quitting him. 
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James Smith, with his frank, good-humored face, was a 
prominent attraction in the party. He was then, as indeed 
he always was, in his latter days, suffering from his invet- 
erate foe, the gout. This confined him to his chair, which, 
being placed on castors, was wheeled about by a footman 
from one table to another. He seemed in excellent spirits, 
and kept all about him in good humor, with his raey stories. 
I never beheld such an instance of the features retaining 
their kindly expression, whilst that torturing disease racked 
the frame, as in the case of James Smith; he appeared to 
reject its addresses, 7 toto. 

There were amongst the artists present, Martin, Turner, 
Etty, and Maclise, and also a young artist named Miller, 
who, I see by the recent notices of the Royal Academy Ex- 
hibition, is at present attracting considerable notice, in conse- 
quence of his picture of ‘A Dance at Zanthus.’ Martin is 
a little, common-place-looking man, and would not seem to a 
casual observer to have an atom of poetry in his composition, 
and yet what magnificent designs he produces. His paint- 
ings are far inferior in effect to the engravings from them, 
which he himself executes. His water color drawings are 
wonderful, and some of them far superior to any public pro- 
ductions of his pencil. He is in the habit, I am told, of lay- 
ing on his canvass masses of paint, of different colors, and 
then producing, from chance effects, some of his most wonder- 
ful pictures. I know not how true this may be, but at all 
events it is not at all unlikely. It is a strange thing enough, 
connected with his family history, that whilst he should de- 
light in portraying magnificent edifices, his own brother 
should have nearly destroyed one of our most splendid eccle- 
siastical edifices, York Minster; Jonathan Martin having, 
during a fit of insanity, set fire to that venerable pile, and 
partially destroyed it, some years since. 

Daniel Maclise, another Royal Academician, was a smart- 
looking fellow. He seemed quite young. His face was 
handsome, and his manners refined. He strolled about the 
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room with Turner —a stout plain-looking man — although the 
most poetical of our painters; perhaps I should say was the 
most poetical — for I regret to add, that, of late years, his 
imagination has run riot. His recent productions are, many 
of them, positive absurdities, and would not be tolerated, if 
they were the work of any other hand. 

Amongst the literati present, I must not omit to mention 
one, whose works are so extensively read in this country — 
and who certainly is one of the most, if not the most, prolific 
writer of the age. I allude to Mr. James. 

His personal appearance is by no means striking — rather 


beneath the middle size. His frame is far from graceful — 
but the expression of his countenance is calm and prepos- 
sessing. I should think him a very amiable man — industri- 
ous he certainly is. How he can possibly turn out novels at 
the rate he does, is a mystery —and, in the end, he must 
inevitably suffer by it— for his genius is not of so high an 
order as to endure such repeated draughts on it. In society, 
he is generally reserved and sedate — but, I was told, he 
seldom leaves his study. In private life,no man is more 
respected. J had a brief conversation with him, in the course 
of which he informed me that he frequently dictated two 
novels at once, to two amanuenses. J question whether such 
a course is likely to benefit him, in the long run. 

The party began to break up about 12 o’clock — somewhat 
later, I was informed, than usual. Mr. Rogers invited seve- 
ral, Coleridge amongst the rest, to return to a late dinner, 
but the ‘Ancient Mariner’ declined, somewhat to my morti- 
fication, for I should like to have accompanied - him, and 
witnessed a literary evening in that splendid mansion. But 
it was not to be, and so we departed — Coleridge seeming 
gratified with the many attentions which had been shown, 
and myself delighted at having had the opportunity of meet- 
ing many of whom I had previously heard so much. Long, 
very long, will the events of that morning, ephemeral though 
they were, be classed amongst my ‘ Pleasures of Memory.’ 
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AN EVENING WITH ROBERT SOUTHEY. 


—_—___ 


How often, whilst perusing, with feelings of intense in- 
terest and delight, the works of some popular or erudite 
author, have we desired to see their outward and visible 
appearances. ‘They have informed or delighted us by their 
productions, and been pleasant mental companions through 
many an else dreary hour. In our own private and partic- 
ular image chambers we have hung up what we fancied to 
be their portraits, colored and drawn, it is true, as we would 
have them, and not to be depended on, for that very reason. 
Occasionally, one of those matter-of-fact men, a Daguerreo- 
typist, has startled us from our dream of fancied physical 
beauty, by presenting to us a fac simile of some well-known 
writer, Sam Rogers, for instance, and our own creation has 
vanished into thin air. Romance would not bear the touch of 
Reality. 

In the course of nearly twenty-five years of what is called 
a literary life, by which I mean a life as much spent in the 
society of literary men as in the actual pen occupation, for 
the ‘bread which perisheth,’ I have scarcely met with half a 
dozen individuals whose personal appearance and social qual- 
ifications at all corresponded with the ideal standard which I 
had formed; and only in one instance have I known my 
expectations to be exceeded in beauty by the reality. As 
this latter instance was both interesting and remarkable, I 
shall make no apology for a digressional mention of it here. 

In the month of July, 1824, the body of Lord Byron was 
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brought from Missolonghi to England, and, on being landed 
from the ‘ Florida, was removed to the house of Sir Edward 
Knatchbull, who then resided in Great George street, West- 
minster. At the house of Sir Edward it lay in state for 
two days, and was visited by hundreds of persons, who paid 
their last tributes to the genius of the mighty slumberer by 
gazing on his coffin-lid. After the lying in state had termin- 
ated, it was found necessary to remove the body, for the pur- 
pose of placing it in a better constructed leaden coffin than 
that which had been prepared in Greece. A friend of mine 
happened to know the undertaker, and kindly offered to pro- 
cure me admission to the chamber where the removal of the 
kody was to be affected —an offer which, I need not say, I 
gladly accepted. Accordingly, on the afternoon of the 
eleventh of July, I proceeded to Sir Edward Knatchbull’s, 
and found three or four gentlemen, attracted thither, like 
myself, to witness the solemn face of the poet for the last 
time, ere it should be shut up in the darkness of death. Mr. 
Rogers, the author of the ‘Pleasures of Memory,’ Mr., now 
Sir John Cam Hobhouse, and John Hanson, Esq., (the two 
last Lord Byron’s executors,) and one or two others, whose 
names I did not learn, were present. 

The body lay in the large drawing room, on the first story, 
which was hung with black cloth and lighted with wax 
candles. Soon after my arrival, the work of Opening the 
coffin commenced. This was soon effected, and when the 
last covering was removed, we beheld the face of the illustri- 
ous dead, 


‘ All cold and all serene.’ 


Were I to live a thousand years, I should never, never 
forget that moment. For years I had been intimate with the 
mind of Byron. His wondrous works had thrown a charm 
around my daily paths, and with all the enthusiasm of youth 
I had almost adored his genius. With his features, through 
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the medium of paintings, I had been familiar from my boy- 
hood ; and now, far more beautiful, even in death, than my 
most vivid fancy had ever pictured, there they lay in marble 
repose. 

The body was not attired in that most awful of habili- 
ments ——a shroud. It was wrapped in a blue cloth cloak, 
and the throat and head were uncovered. The former 
was beautifully moulded. The head of the poet was covered 
with short, crisp, curling locks, slightly streaked with grey 
hairs, especially over the temples, which were ample and 
free from hair, as we see in the portraits. The face had 
nothing of the appearance of death about it —it was neither 
sunken nor discolored in the least, but of a dead, marble 
whiteness — the expression was that of stern repose. How 
classically beautiful was the curved upper lip and the chin. 
I fancied the nose appeared as if it was not in harmony with 
the other features; but it might possibly have been a little 
disfigured by the process of embalming. The forehead was 
high and broad —indeed, the whole head was extremely 
large — it must have been so, to contain a brain of such 
capacity. 

But what struck me most was the exceeding beauty of the 
profile, as I observed it when the head was lifted, in the 
operation of removing the corpse. It was perfect in its way, 
and seemed like a production of Phidias. Indeed, it far 
more resembled an exquisite piece of sculpture than the face 
of the dead — so still, so sharply defined, and’so marble like 
in its repose. I caught the view of it but for a moment; 


yet it was long enough to have it stamped upon my memory 
as 


‘A thing of beauty,’ 
which poor Keats tells us is ‘a joy forever.’ It is indeed a 


melancholy joy to me to have gazed upon the silent poet. 
As Washington Irving says of the old sexton, who crept 


ROBERT SOUTHEY. 47 


into the vault where Shakspeare was entombed, and beheld 
there the dust of ages, ‘It was something even to have seen 
the dust of Byron.’ 

Amongst the persons engaged in the performance of the 
office of removal, I noticed one —a tall, thin man, who spoke 
little, and seemed absorbed in grief. He would scarcely 
allow any one to touch the corpse — and, with his own hands, 
he composed the head in its new resting-place. The words, 
‘My dear Lord!’ were frequently uttered by him, whilst 
performing his melancholy duties. It was Fletcher — By- 
ron’s faithful valet. This man afterwards told me the par- 
ticulars of the noble Poet’s death, and gave me a lock of his 
hair. Fletcher did not long survive his beloved master, 

I have deemed this little incident of sufficient interest to 
find a place in my ‘ Recollections.’ And now-let me proceed 
to my ‘subject proper,’ the Laureate, whom I had the honor 
of being acquainted with ; and who, at one period, was a kind 
and copious correspondent of mine. 

It is needless to state the circumstances which led to my 
acquaintance with one of the most voluminous writers of his 
day. Suflice it to say, that, long before I had the pleasure 
of seeing the Poet, I had received many letters from him, 
and have reason to believe that he felt some interest in my 
welfare. The first time I ever met him personally, was in 
the year 1838. Iwas then residing in my and his native 
city, and engaged in a branch of literary labor which had 
once been occupied by Southey. This had caused him to 
feel some interest in my proceedings, and led to a kind wish, 
on his part, to form an acquaintance. 

It was but seldom that he left his beautiful home at Kes- 
wick-—and he might almost have been termed a Hermit 
Poet, for his life was one of almost strict seclusion. Conse- 
quently his outward and visible man was little known, except 
to Lake Tourists, who were not unfrequently a source of 
much annoyance to him, by their intrusive visits, He once 
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complained much of this, in one of his letters to me—in 
which he said, that his daughters could never row him on the 
Lake, nor could he ever take a quiet walk, without being 
stared at by those who imagined that a Poet was some out- 
landish animal. When he did leave home, it was generally 
for the purpose of making arrangements with his publishers 
__ for he was a methodical man of business — or, for a recre- 
ative visit to his native city, where he had many near and 
dearly-attached friends. One of these friends was Mr. Jo- 


seph Cottle, the 


‘Joseph of Bristol — the brother of Amos’ 


of Lord Byron, and it was from him that I one morning 
received a kind invitation to meet Mr. Southey at his house, 
where he was at that time on a Visit. It was with no little 
gratification that I anticipated meeting with one whose writ- 
ings had afforded me so much delight, and whose considerate 
kindness had afforded me such service in my literary pur- 
suits. 

At that period, I was a mere tyro in literary matters, and 
felt a species of awe whilst in the presence of even the 
smaller fry of authors. I had only seen one great poet in 
my time—the Rev. George Crabbe, and Ais venerable 
appearance had almost awed me— the reader may therefore 
easily suppose that I felt some little trepidation when I lifted 
Mr. Cottle’s knocker one evening, feeling, as I did, that I 
was about to be introduced to one of the burning and shining 
lights of literature — one who had battled with Lord Byron 
— had written more books than T could count of pages; and 
whose fame had gone out even ‘unto the ends of the world.’ 

On entering Mr. Cottle’s little parlor, after greeting my 
kind host, a gentleman, whom I recognized instantly, from 
the portraits I had seen of him, rose, held out his hand to me, 
and accosted me by name ;— he was tall, and sparely built. 
‘Mr. Cottle, said he, ‘we will waive a formal introduction ; 
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Mr. and myself are old paper friends, and must not 
meet as strangers.’ This unanticipated, kind familiarity, 
from one whom I had been led to believe was cold and repul- 
sive in his manners, put all my preconceived notions to flight 
-— dissipated my nervous feelings, and made me feel com- 
pletely at home. | 

The personal appearance of Robert Southey was very 
striking. He was, as I have intimated, tall and slightly 
built. His forehead, rather receding, and not, phrenolog- 
ically speaking, indicative of great genius, was. surmounted 
and partially shaded by an abundance of white, silvery hair, 
combed upwards, and forming a very striking contrast with 
his jet black, magnificently arched eyebrows, beneath which 
glowed [that is the best word to express what I mean] two of 
the most brilliant dark eyes I ever beheld. Their beauty 
did not consist so much in their brilliancy, as in their deep, 
contemplative expression. His nose was remarkably aqui- 
line ; so much so, that it approached to the beak formation. 
But it was in the mouth, which, after all, is the most express- 
ive feature of the human face, that the peculiar charm of 
Southey’s looks lay—the upper lip was finely curved, and 
slightly projected over the lower—but it is in vain to at- 
tempt a description of it. Nearly every painter has failed to 
transfer it to canvass— indeed I have never seen a good 
likeness of the Laureate, for it was no easy matter to catch 
the ever flitting lights and shadows which, with every chang- 
ing emotion, passed over his countenance. 

There were several other visitors, who had been invited to 
meet Mr. Cottle’s distinguished guest. Amongst them, Walter 
Savage Landor, the celebrated author of Pericles and Aspa- 
sia, and the Imaginary Conversations. Landor was a tall, 
stout man, with a bald head and a magnificent forehead ; his 
hair was thin, and besprinkled with grey. In manners he 
was stiff and distant — quite the reverse of Southey. South- 
ey attracted — Landor repelled. John Foster, whose beau- 
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tiful Essays and Miscellaneous Works have just been 
published in this country by the Appletons, was also present. 
He looked any thing but a.magnate in the literary world — 
dressed, as he was, in an old blue coat, with bright brass 
buttons, corduroy small clothes, much the worse for wear, 
and top boots. His face was wrinkled and plain, but I never 
beheld keener little eyes than his; his head was surmounted 
with a brown scratch wig, and, taken as a whole, he would 
rather have been taken for a farmer than the author of works 
which have truly been styled ‘magnificent. There was also 
with us a minute local poet, Mr. Romaine Joseph Thorne, 
who missed no opportunity of dropping small compliments to 
Southey and Landor, which both of them despised. Miss 
Cottle, (sister of our host,) a niece of Mr. Cottle’s, Southey’s 
son, (a youth of about eighteen years of age,) and myself, 
made up the party. 

Landor was reserved and proud in his demeanor to all 
excepting Southey, between whom and himself, notwith- 
standing the wide difference which existed between them 
in politics, (the Laureate being a High Church Tory, and 
Landor an ultra Whig,) there existed a strong and deep 
friendship. 

Foster seldom opened his mouth, and when he did, it was 
to utter some eccentric remark, which, in one or two instances, 
might have been deemed almost ill-natured. He had no lik- 
ing for Southey, and did not know (so I afterwards learned) 
that he was to meet him at Cottle’s. A few days afterwards, 
he was invited to join him at dinner at Sir John Hare’s, a 
brother-in-law of Mr. Cottle’s, but Foster declined, asserting 
that he would never voluntarily sit down with an apostate, 
(alluding to Southey’s change of his youthful political opin- 
ions.) Southey’s son sat silently —Thorne with eyes and 
mouth wide open, and how I comported myself is not for me 
to say. 

Tea was announced — Miss Cottle, a lady of the old school, 
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doing the honors. By the way, I may as well mention that 
Mr. Cottle and his sister resided together, much in the same 
way as did dear delightful Charles Lamb with his beloved 
‘Barbara.’ In both cases the gentlemen were bachelors, and 
the ladies happy in single blessedness, and the society of 
their literary brothers. After pouring out the well manu- 
factured infusion of Congou, Miss Cottle happened to address 
the Laureate as ‘ Doctor.’ 

‘My dear Miss Cottle,’ said he, ‘do call me Mr. Southey, 
or Robert, as you used to do ‘lang syne;’ but not ‘ Doctor.’ 
I dislike nothing so much as that, amongst old friends.’ 

We spent a pleasant hour over the crockery —but all of 
us know that tea-table conversation is not easily transferable 
to paper. Jam no Boswell, and so the reader must ¢magine 
a conversational melange—an olla podrida of ‘opinions, 
pleasant enough whilst passing over the mental palate, but 
leaving nothing either very nutritious or substantial behind. 

By degrees, we all of us began to feel more at home — 
even the stiffness of ‘that deep-mouthed Beetian, Savage 
Landor, as the author of Childe Harold calls him, wore off; 
and he discoursed eloquently of Italy and paintings, and his 
favorite home at Fiesole. Foster, too, vouchsafed some odd 
remarks, and Southey entertained us with anecdotes. By 
the time the tea-table was cleared away, we were all chat- 
ting as sociably together as if we had been friends of years’ 
standing. 


A great deal has been said about Southey’s reserve in 
company, and many have accused him of unpardonable pride 
and hauteur. This I think unjust. He was naturally re- 
served, and his pursuits tended to make him more so. The 
Laureate, in his poem on the Hollytree, has said : 


‘So serious should my youth appear among 
The thoughtless throng ; 
So would I seem among the young and gay, 
More grave than they.’ 
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His sedateness did not, I think, spring from pride; and 
they who knew him better than I did, hold the same opinion. 
I have before alluded to what Charles Lamb said of him — 
but never were there two more direct opposites in social life 
than Southey and the author of Elia. 

Southey’s favorite attitude was that of lying back in his 
chair, his elbows resting on the arms, and the tips of his fore- 
fingers placed on the inner portion of his eyebrows, over the 
surface of which they continually traversed, his eyes being 
closed excepting when he spoke. The conversation, at one 
time, turned on Byron —a ticklish subject for both Landor 
and Southey. The latter said, somewhat egotistically, 1 
thought — but that was Southey’s weak point —‘No man 
can honor Byron’s genius more than myself; but I fancy I 
prevented him doing as much harm as he might have done.’ 
Landor, who had been fidgetting about in his chair whilst 
Byron’s name was on the tapis, surlily remarked, ‘ Byron was 
a great scoundrel.’ An exclamation, not a very prudent one, 
I fear, was just leaving the tip of my tongue, when I luckily 
bit my lips, and prevented its passing beyond them. 

At that period Mr. Southey was busily engaged in prepar- 
ing the new edition of Cowper’s works, and in writing the 
Life of the Bard of Olney. ‘I have been,’ said he, ‘ Coop- 
ERING all the way down.’ I had never heard the poet’s name 
pronounced before as he pronounced it, Cooper; and ventured 
to make the remark to him. He said, the poet’s family, and 
Mrs. Unwin, whom he had once seen, never used to say 
Cowper; although that was unquestionably the more correct. 
He then showed us an original miniature of Cowper, and said, 
‘I can also show you the first letter which it is believed 
Cowper ever wrote. I stumbled on it by mere chance, at a 
gentleman’s house, where, about a week ago, I staid for the 
night; so oddly, sometimes, do things of this kind turn up.’ 
He then requested his son to fetch him his writing case, from 
which he produced the letter, which he read to our party. It 
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is now included, in a supplementary volume to the Life and 
Works. 

We had a long and delightful conversation respecting poor 
Cowper, and I remember Southey’s saying, with much earn- 
estness, that he could have given Kehama, Roderick, and 
indeed all he had ever written, to have been the author of the 
lines to his Mother’s Picture, which he characterized as being 
among the most touchingly beautiful to be found in the whole 
range of English poetry. ‘What a mournful thing, he added, 
‘that his mental vision was so often obscured.’ Alas! even then 
the cloud, no bigger than a man’s hand, was to be seen in Sou- 
they’s horizon ; a cloud which was soon to cast its melancholy 
shadow over his own fine intellect. I remember, too, that in 
connexion with this subject he alluded to his wife, who had 
then very recently died, after years of insanity. ‘I had, said 
he to Mr. Cottle, ‘for a long, dreary time, a living death con- 
stantly before me, in the form of my poor Edith. We took 
our meals, and associated with each other to the last, and I 
question whether I was more fondly attached to her in her 
bright days, than in her days of darkness.’ 

Some one in the Company, Thorne, I think, inquired of 
Southey whether he intended to be present at the forth-com- 
ing meeting of the British Association. The reply was char- 
acteristic. ‘No,’ said he, ‘I never go into crowds.’ A strong 
feature in his character was his love of solitude. His chosen 
retreat was his library, and men’s works, he, in a great degree, 
preferred to their society. Of his books he himself says :-— 


‘My never-failing friends are they, 
With whom I converse night and day.’ 


I have frequently been in that library, and it certainly was 
the most splendid private collection I ever witnessed, even 
Abbotsford not excepted. In Spanish and Portuguese liter- 
ature it was peculiarly rich, and black letter lore was abund- 
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ant. He generally wrote in a little parlor adjoiming, and 
most of his erudite works were composed while his family 
were seated around him. Some idea of the extent of his lib- 
rary may be formed from the fact that its sale, by auction, 
occupied seventeen long summer days. 

It is a fact that Southey’s conversation partook, in some 
degree, of the egotism which too often defaces his writings. 

As an instance of the latter, hear what he says, in a letter 
to William Taylor, of Norwich: —‘ Me judice, I am a good 
poet, but a better historian. Mind, I do not mean to say that 
he be-praised himself that evening — but there certainly was 
evident a considerable partiality for his own works in the 
remarks he let fall. 

Southey’s extreme kindness to young and struggling men of 
mind is not so well known, or so generally appreciated as it 
should be. ‘ One instance fell under my own notice. I knew 
in B a young man, a lawyer’s clerk, who showed so 
decided a genius for painting that it was really painful to see 
him drudging over dry parchments and musty records. I 
advised him to copy a certain picture, which I knew would 
much interest Southey — he did so, and I sent it, with a letter 
from the artist, to Southey at Keswick. I also informed him 
of the circumstance, and asked his advice as to the young 
painter’s welfare. Southey, who was always as punctual as 
clockwork in his correspondence —for he never allowed a 
letter to remain unanswered for a single day—zin a short 
time wrote the young man an exceedingly kind epistle, and 
so interested himself in his behalf, that, at the time I write, 
the quondam lawyer’s clerk is a pupil at the Royal Academy, 
and a popular exhibitor in the National Gallery. 

The day after the party at Cottle’s, I accompanied Mr. 
Southey to see the house in which he was born, and which 
he wished to show to his son; we then made a call on the 
Bishop of B , at Clifton. Southey did not send up his 
card, and consequently the Bishop, who deemed it might be 
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some ordinary visitor, sent down a message that he was en- 
gaged. We left, Southey having mentioned his name to the 
footman. We had not gone far before the lacquey came 
breathlessly after us — for his lordship, on learning the name 
of his illustrious visitor, was horrified at the idea of sending 
from his door the author of the ‘ Book of the Church.” We 
returned — apologies were made, and a very pleasant hour 
spent. 

In the year 1841, after wondering at the unusual circum- 
stance of my letters to Southey remaining unanswered, I 
received from Mrs. Southey, (formerly Caroline Bowles) or 
rather a lady nearly related to me, did, a heart-touching 
epistle, informing me of her husband’s insanity. It came on 
me like a thunder-clap, after a long, ominous silence. Could 
it be, that he whose voluminous labors had delighted and 
informed thousands—that the Poet, the Philosopher, and 
the Historian — was the prey of 


‘ The last infirmity of noble minds.’ 
Alas! it was even so. His brain was worn out. 


‘The fervent spirit, working out its way, 
Fretted the puny body to decay, 
And o’er-informed its tenement of clay.’ 


I was told, by one who witnessed the sad scene, that, as he 
walked along the streets of Keswick, leaning, a frail, broken 
up man, on the arm of his afflicted and devoted wife, he 
would stare in stupid wonder at flocks of geese, and breathe 
an incoherent wish that he ‘ was as happy as they.’ His in- 
sanity was of the melancholy and sombre kind, as might have 
been expected. 

To the last, he retained his old affection for his books. 
The way into his library he easily found, and thither it was 
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his wont to repair; and he would sit with a black letter vol- 
ume open on his lap, gazing on one page for hours, and at 
times moving his fingers, as if making written extracts. Out 
of the library he never could find his way, without the aid of 
a guide. But the ruin of a great mind, like his, is too sad a 
spectacle for contemplation. After two years of mental in- 
capacity, 
‘Death came o’er him gently, 
As slumber o’er a child.’ 


There was no flashing up of the taper before death—no 
lucid moment —but during his life, he had made the great 
preparation, and Hope illuminated the faces of all who gazed 
upon him’ when he died. 

I saw him borne to his narrow home, in the lonely little 
grave-yard, across which Grasmere Church flings its shadow. 
His sons followed him. So did Wordsworth —and never 
was the grandeur of majestic and solemn grief portrayed in 
stronger character, than on his thoughtful countenance, as he 
followed his brother bard to the narrow house — his feelings 
were evidently ‘too deep for tears.’ 

Well, he is gone! So is John Foster. So are the Cottles; 
brother, sister, and niece. Thorne, too,’is beneath the ‘ clods 
of the valley.’ Six, out of that little circle, vanished forever. 
As Burke eloquently remarks: ‘ What shadows we are, and 
what shadows we pursue.’ 
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A PULPIT PORTRAIT —ROBERT HALL. 


As I wish to render these sketches of mine interesting to 
all classes, I shall occasionally introduce to my readers notices 
of public speakers, as well as of popular writers. There are 
many in the British Houses of Parliament, in the Pulpit, at 
the Bar, and on the Platform, whose names are as familiar 
as household words on this side of the water, and respecting 
whose habits and peculiarities some information, although 
necessarily slight, may not be uninteresting here. I shall 
select my first oratorical portrait from the Pulpit. 

In the foremost rank of modern Pulpit Orators, was 
Rozert Hatt, and he was scarcely less eccentric as a man, 
than remarkable as a preacher. His works, which have been 
reprinted in America, will ever remain an enduring monu- 
ment of his piety, his genius, and his learning. To give 
some account of the MAN himself, is my present. object. 

Long before I ever saw this truly great man, I had heard 
his name frequently mentioned in my father’s family, and I 
early learned to associate with it all that was great and 
extraordinary. My mother would tell me how she had often 
seen him, when a student in the Baptist Theological College, 
at Bristol, pacing the streets with only one stocking on, or 
occasionally with two on one foot. And from all quarters, I 
gleaned such information respecting him, as made me long to 
behold the man of whom such stories were related. 

It must be now nearly twenty years ago, since I first saw 
him. He was at that time Pastor of a Church at Leicester, 
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and he visited Bristol, where I then resided, on the occasion 
of a Missionary Anniversary; one of the sermons connected 
with which he had engaged to preach, much, I heard, against — 
his own inclination; for he had an unconquerable dislike to 
making his appearance on such public occasions. 

My father happening to hold the office of Deacon in the 
Church where Mr. Hall was to officiate, I went with him, on 
the evening in question, to the place of worship, and accom- 
panied him, before the service commenced, into the Vestry. 
The building, although it wanted yet an hour to the time fixed 
for commencing the service, was densely thronged in every 
part—and perhaps a more tntellectual assemblage had never 
been gathered togéther. So popular was the great orator at 
this time, that it was no uncommon thing for the Professors, 
at Oxford and Cambridge, to leave their respective Uniyersi- 
ties on Saturday evenings — post to Leicester, some hundred 
and fifty miles or so, hear two sermons from Hall, and return 
to their homes after the evening services — thus sacrificmg 
two nights’ rest, for the sake of indulging in what was consid- 
ered to be one of the highest intellectual treats. 

On entering the Vestry I found a large number of ministers, 
and other gentlemen, assembled, and waiting the arrival of 
Mr. Hall —the scarcely less celebrated John Foster, to whom 
I shall presently have occasion to refer, amongst them. 

After we had waited for about a quarter of an hour, Mr. 
Hall made his appearance. He was rather below the average 
height, stout, and inclining to corpulency. His chest was 
very broad and capacious—the face large, and its features 
massive. His eyes were large, dark, and full, and his fore- 
head high and broad. The head, which was bald, except at 
the back, and over the temples, had an indescribable grandeur 
about it. The worst part of his face was the mouth, which 
was very large, and the under lip somewhat protruded; the 
chin was large and projecting. This gave an appearance of 
heaviness to his general-aspect. Brougham once said of his 
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physiognomy, ‘ Robert Hall has a face —the upper part of 
which belongs to an angel, the lower to a demon.’ This was, 
perhaps, describing it a little too strongly —but the Ex- 
Chancellor is not in the habit of mincing his phrases. 

I was at once struck with the expression of almost torture 
which was evident in Mr. Hall’s countenance. He seemed 
to be constantly endeavoring to conceal bodily suffering — 
and it was so, for he was in reality a martyr to one of the 
most painful diseases that can affect humanity — Calculi in 
the kidneys. 

After he had divested himself of his great coat, he had a 
pipe and some tobacco brought him, and having puffed away 
for a little time, he pulled off his dress coat, lay down on his 
back on the hearth rug, and was soon enveloped in a cloud of 
smoke. This, I learned, was his usual habit, before entering 
the pulpit. The agony he endured compelled him to spend a 
great portion of his time in a recumbent position, and it was 
only by the use of tobacco and opium, in large quantities, that 
he could ever obtain even comparative ease. His custom 
was to smoke prodigiously until the very moment arrived 
when it was required of him to commence his sermon. He 
would then rise, leave his pipe at the door of the pulpit, in 
readiness for him to resume his Nicotian habit, the moment 
after he had concluded his discourse. 

I left him on his hearth rug, and reached a seat in the 
church, from whence I was fortunate enough to have a full 
view of the pulpit. The edifice was literally full, almost: to 
suffocation. The great, the gifted, and even the noble were 
there, all waiting with eager intensity for the commencement 
of the service. The aisles had all been carpeted, an unusual 
thing, it is necessary to state, in those days, in order that no 
scuffing of feet should disturb the preacher, who was 
nervously alive to the slightest noise, and whose voice was so 
low, and at times tremulous, that unless perfect stillness. was 
kept, it was a matter of difficulty to hear him. 
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In a pew beneath the gallery sat, amongst others, two 
gentlemen, to whom my attention was directed, and I em- 
ployed the interval before the service commenced, in examin- ~ 
ing their outward and visible appearances ; for they were both 
‘men of mark, and I now saw them for the first time. As I 
sat ina pew which ran at right angles with theirs, and was 
within ear-shot, I had a most favorable opportunity of survey- 
ing their features. | 

The physique of one of the two was striking enough, and 
would anywhere have excited attention. His face was plain, 
almost to ugliness— the forehead, high, but narrow, towered 
above his thick eyebrows, which every second were elevated 
and depressed with astonishing celerity ; two fiery, dark eyes, 
peered out from beneath these appendages, and flashed with 
intellect. But how shall I describe the most prominent 
feature of that face —the nose? It seemed to be not ‘small 
enough for a nasal organ, nor large enough for a proboscis, 
yet it partook of the characteristics of each; it was long, and 
turned up at its extremity; and turned up so decidedly that 
it seemed to have had a violent quarrel with the mouth 
beneath, and was determined to keep its distance from it. 
That nose was never still. It seemed as if it had some vio- 
lent exercise to learn, and so was convulsively drilling for it. 
First it twitched slightly — then its whole frame-work would 
shake, in such a manner, that its destruction seemed inevita- 
ble; then its point would droop, and almost instantaneously 
rise with a jerk. Occasionally it would go through a panto- 
mimic jig, with the two angles of the mouth for partners, and 
the two fiery, deep set eyes, would gaze down its bridge in a 
strange manner. No, that nose was never still — perpetual 
motion was what it seemed in pursuit of, and to this day it 
may be seen twitching with every varying emotion of its 
possessor. Some years after the period to which I am now 
referring, I strolled into Westminster Hall, and there, in the 
Court of Chancery, I saw the identical nose, and it was as 
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brisk and lively as ever, whisking away Chancery suits 
with astonishing rapidity. I saw it again in Exeter Hall, 
when its noble possessor was delivering his great speech 
on slavery; it still possessed its marvellous property of 
restlessness — and when I last had the pleasure of beholding 
it, it was wagging scornfully at the Bench of Bishops, in the 
House of Lords. 

The figure to which this nose, or rather this face, belonged, 
was tall and spare — and encased in clothes which might have 
been bought an hour before, in Seven Dials. The coat had 
been black — and when its wearer afterwards left the Church, 
I observed that his pantaloons reached half-way down a pair 
of unpolished Wellington boots. Altogether, the individual I 
am endeavoring to describe was a most noticeable man. 


And in more senses than one was he so —for, with all his 
eccentricities, no one will deny to Henry Brougham vast 
acquirements. Yes, it was Mr. Brougham who owned to the 
face and figure I have portrayed. 

Next him was a gentleman of a far different description. 
He was rather past the middle age, and had a most kind and 
benevolent expression of feature. His hair was growing 
grey, and thought had furrowed her unmistakeable lines 
between the inner angles of the eyebrows, which overshad- 
owed a pair of light. grey eyes, in whose depths even a casual 
observer could not look, without feeling that the owner of 
them was no common man. It was Sir James Mackintosh, 
the biographer, historian, and philosopher. 

These two celebrated men presented, in their personal 
appearances, a most striking contrast. Brougham was eter- 
nally fidgetting about on his seat — twisting his face into all 
manner of shapes— standing up and sitting down again, & 
dozen times in a minute, and looking as though he was a 
hungry cannibal, or as if he wanted to dissect another Keats — 
for it was Brougham, and not Gifford, who penned the critique 
in the Quarterly, which, it is said, killed the sensitive young 
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poet — and which is alluded to in the following parody on the 
‘Death of Cock Robin.’ 


‘Who killed John Keats ? 

I, said the Quarterly, 

With Broveuam so tartarly, 
"T was one of my feats.’ 


I say it was a striking contrast to this, to observe Mackin- 
tosh sitting, as calmly as a Chinese Mandarin on a mantel 
piece, and like it, too, only nodding his head gently when 
Brougham addressed any observation to him. ‘The author of 
the History of England, too, was scrupulously neat in his 
personal appearance, and this was marked by me the more 
intently, in consequence of the carelessness of his neighbor. 

All this may be unimportant enough, but, even at this dis- 
tance of time, I seem to see the two great men, as distinctly 
as if the scene I am describing was one of yesterday — and 
thinking that there may be many who would like to see such an 
actor in the great political dramas of our time as Brougham, 
off the stage, I have taken the trouble of introducing him. 
With his face, as it now is, Punch has made us pretty famil- 
iar; and I may as well say, in passing, that these caricatures 
give a pretty accurate idea of his Lordship. Of course, they 
are a little exaggerated — but not so much so as many, with 
whom I have chatted on the subject, are apt to suppose. 

It is needless to say that Hall’s pulpit talents must have 
been very great, to have attracted such men as those I have 
just mentioned. Even Ministers of the Church from which 
he dissented, were often to be found amongst his hearers ; 
and more than once have I seen members of the Bench of 
Bishops, who, having thrown aside their mitres, crosiers, and 
lawn sleeves, submitted to be ‘hail fellow, well met’ with 
the members of a humbler community, for the sake of hear- 
ing the Cicero of the day. 

But I must proceed more irectly to the object I had in 
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view, when I commenced this paper —a notice of Roprerr 
HAuL.. 

The services preliminary to the sermon had been nearly 
gone through, and the last verse of a hymn was being sung, 
when Mr. Hall ascended slowly, and, I thought, wearily, the 
pulpit stairs. No one, looking at his somewhat unwieldy 
and rather ungraceful figure, would have been prepossessed 
in his favor; and, as he sat down in the pulpit, and looked 
languidly round on the congregation, I experienced, I know 
not why, a feeling of disappointment. 

He rose and read his text: ‘The Father of Lights.’ At 
first, his voice was scarcely audible, and there appeared some 
slight hesitation ; but this soon wore off, and as he warmed 
with his subject, he poured forth such a continuous stream of 
eloquence, that it seemed as if it flowed from some inexhaust- 
ible source. THis tones were, although low, beautifully modu- 
lated ; but, owing to some affection in his throat, his speech 
was, at short intervals, interrupted by a short spasmodic 
cough. During the delivery of his brilliant paragraphs, the 
most breathless silence reigned throughout the vast assem- 
blage; but his momentary cessation was the signal for 
general relaxation from an attention so intense that it became 
almost painful. It was curious to observe how every neck 
was stretched out, so that not a word which fell from those 
eloquent lips should be lost ; and the suspended breathings 
of those around me evinced how intently all were hanging on 
his charmed words. Mr. Hall’s fluency was wonderful, and 
his commaud of language unsurpassed. I will not mar the 
beauty of his discourse by attempting to describe it; but, as 
I followed him, whilst, by his vivid imagination, he conveyed 
his hearers through the starry skies, and reasoned, from those 
lights of the Universe, what the Father of Lights must be, 
I became lost in wonder and admiration. But the crowning 
glory of his sermon was his allusion to the heavenly world, 
whose beatific glories he expatiated on, with almost the 
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eloquence of an angel. He seemed like one inspired; and, 
as he guided us by living streams, and led us over the celes- 
tial fields, he seemed carried away by his subject, and his 
face beamed as if it reflected Heaven’s own light. And this 
was the man who, but an hour before, had lain down on the 
ground, in the excess of his agony; and who, from his 
earliest years, had constantly endured the most excruciating 
torture which man can be called upon to bear! I have 
myself heard him say that he had never known one waking 
hour free from extreme pain. 

Mr. Hall used very little action in the pulpit. His favor- 
ite — or, rather, his usual attitude — was, to stand and lean 
his chest against the cushion, his left arm lying on the Bible, 
and his right hand slightly raised, with the palm towards the 
audience. His tones were almost uniformly low, and he 
rarely raised them. Ideas seemed so to accumulate, whilst 
he was preaching, that they flowed forth without effort on 
his part. Never did he hesitate—and, so pure were his 
oral compositions, that the most elaborate efforts of the pen 
would rather have injured than improved their structure. 

At that time, William Thorp, another distinguished preach- 
er, flourished in Bristol; but his claims to eminence rested 
chiefly on his possessing a prodigious memory. In speaking 
of Mr. Thorp and Mr. Hall, I once heard Coleridge, who 
was intimate with both, remark: ‘ Hall’s mind is a fountain, 
which is everlastingly flowing ; Thorp’s is a reservoir, which 
can never be exhausted.’ 

Mr. Hall, like most other men of genius, was somewhat 
eccentric — and possessed powers of sarcasm, which, in some 
instances, he exerted with tremendous force. Few men 
could say severer things 


and I will mention an instance. 
He had one day attended a Church, where a young minis- 
ter preached on some public occasion. It so happened, that 
the preacher met Mr. Hall afterwards, at dinner, at the house 
of a mutual friend. The young man was very anxious to 


ROBERT HALL. 6d 


hear Mr. Hall’s opinion of his discourse, and very pertina- 
ciously plied the great man with questions respecting it. 
Hall endured the annoyance, for some time, with great 
patience. He did not wish to hurt the young man’s feelings 
-—but he could not, conscientiously laud his sermon. At 
length, worried beyond endurance, he said :— 

‘ Well, Sir, there was one fine passage —and I liked it 
much, Sir — much.’ 

The young divine rubbed his hands, in high glee, and 
pressed Mr. Hall to name it. 

‘Why, Sir,’ replied Hall, ‘the passage I allude to, was your 
passage from the pulpit to the vestry.’ 

Mr. Hall-finally left Leicester, and became pastor of the 
Broadmead Church, in Bristol —so that I often had oppor- 
tunities of hearing him, and of meeting him at the houses of 
mutual friends. At that time, there was quite a galaxy of 
ministerial talent in my native city. Hall, Liefchild, Foster, 
Thorp, Roberts, and others, all labored there —and many 
were the evenings I spent in such society. Occasionally, 
Mr. Hall gave the reins to a sportive fancy — and nothing 
could be more delightful than some of his sallies. In repar- 
tee, I never knew any one so brilliant. Of course, his pipe 
was always provided — and drawing-rooms, which had previ- 
ously been guiltless of tobacco odor, were gladly subjected to 
the nuisance, in Mr. Hall’s case. 

His absence of mind was remarkable. One evening I was 
at a large tea party, of which Mr. Hall was one. During 
the progress of the meal tea spoons began to grow scarce. 
No one knew where they went to, and a mystery seemed to 
be brewing with the Congou. Mr. Hall was an inveterate 
tea drinker, and attention was directed towards him by his 
asking, with every fresh cup, for a tea spoon. ‘ Where can 
they have gone to?’ murmured the lady ; but no solution to 
the mystery was found. Hall kept on for a long time, talk- 
ing, sipping, and asking for more. At length he came to a 
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finish, and the tea things were removed — but where were 
the spoons? In about an hour afterwards Mr. Hall left; 
and on the sofa where he sat were discovered the missing 
articles, to the number of TWENTY-SIX, which corresponded 
to the number of cups he had swallowed. Of course, a 
general laugh followed the clearing up of the mystery. On 
Hfall’s returning to the room, he was informed of his uncon- 
scious petty larceny, but he disclaimed all knowledge of the 
affair. 

During Mr. Hall’s residence in Bristol, the album mania 
raged to a terrible extent, and it was scarcely probable that 
one so popular as he was should have escaped its conse- 
quences — nor did he. One instance of an attack upon him 
fell under my own notice — and as it is very characteristic of 
the man, I shall relate it. 

A young lady acquaintance of mine, who resided in the 
country, was extremely anxious that Mr. Hall should con- 
tribute something to her album, and she begged me to forward 
it to the great man, with her request backed by mine. I did 
not much like the matter, but was so circumstanced that I 
could not well refuse. So I packed up the precious book, 
whose pages were graced with the effusions of small poetasters 
and amatory selections, and despatched it to Mr. Hall’s house. 
There it remained for some time, and when, at last, it was 
returned, Mr. Hall had written in it. At the bottom of a 
page he had scrawled, in his almost illegible hand — 

‘It is my humble opinion that albums are very foolish 
things. Rospert HA.’ 

My fair friend was sadly annoyed — but for my own part, I 
should have much preferred so characteristic an autograph 
of the eloquent man, to the most complimentary lines which 
could have been penned. 

When Mr. Hall was co-pastor of the Broadmead Church 
with the Rev. Mr. Evans, a member of his Church, whom 
we will call W., called on him and stated that he considered 
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himself possessed of preaching talents, and begged Mr. Hall 
to forward his views of getting into the ministry. W. was 
an ignorant, conceited man, and Mr. Hall could not but 
smile at his repeated applications, although he was somewhat 
annoyed by them. On one occasion Mr. W. said he did not 
like to wrap his talent in a napkin. 

‘Oh, brother W.,’ said Hall, ‘don’t go to the expense of 
buying a napkin; a very small pocket-handkerchief will 
answer the purpose.’ 

Not repulsed by this broad hint, W. still pestered Mr. Hall 
about his pulpit call, until, finally, the latter appointed a time 
for him to give a specimen of his preaching capabilities before 
the Church: On the following Monday evening it was Mr. 
Hall’s turn to have officiated, but he gave up the place to his 
applicant, who, at the appointed time, took the minister’s seat. 

Mr. Hall sat below, and as soon as the hymn had been 
sung, W. rose and proceeded to give out his text, which was, 
‘Yea, doubtless, and I count all things but loss,” &c. For a 
short time there was silence, and then the aspirant to pulpit 
honors commenced, with, ‘ Yea, doubtless,— another pause — 
and then again ‘ Yea, doubtless,’ was repeated. Now a very 
long pause, and a third time ‘ Yea, doubtless,’ slowly fell from 
the lips of W. Now, thought the hearers, we shall have 
something else; but the preacher once more again stammered 
out, ‘Yea— doubtless, and Hall, unable to bear it any 
longer, rose, and looking the unhappy wight full in the face, 
said, ‘Yea, doubtless, brother W., thou hadst better come 
down,’ and amidst the titterings of the congregation, he left 
the pulpit; and to the day of his death, ‘Yea, doubtless’ was 
the name by which he was most generally known. 

I have referred to what Brougham said respecting Mr. 
Hall’s mouth ; it was very large. He was as well aware of 
this as any one else, and one morning at a breakfast party, 
in Bristol, on the occasion of family prayers, a young minis- 
ter, referring to a sermon about to be delivered by the distin- 
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guished preacher, prayed that the Lord would ‘open his 
mouth wider than ever.” When they rose from their knees, 
Mr. Hall said, ‘ Well, Sir, why did you pray that my mouth 
might be opened wider? It could n’t well be done, Sir, unless 
it was slit from ear to ear, Sir’ 

His marriage was a singular one. One day whilst alight- 
ing at a friend’s door, for the purpose of dining with him, he 
was joked on his bachelorhood. He said nothing, but whilst 
at table was observed to take particular notice of the 
servant girl, who came in to replenish the fire. After dinner, 
he went into the garden, sent for the young woman, and 
asked her to marry him. In her astonishment she ran away 
and said she believed Mr. Hall had gone mad again, (he had 
been once deranged.) Her master, like herself, was sur- 
prized, and on his speaking with Mr. Hall on the subject, the 
latter declared his intention of marrying the girl, who he 
said had taken his fancy by the manner in which she put the 
coals on. They were married and lived happily together. 
His widow survives him. 

Mr. Hall’s popularity increased, but his residence in Bristol 
was destined to be short. About the year 1829, I think, for 
I have no opportunity of referring to the exact date, his 
malady so increased, that his life was deemed to be in a very 
precarious state. He was compelled to take large quantities 
of opium, in order to endure the pain of his body — but his 
mind was as bright as ever. His medical attendant told me 
that he was suddenly called to him one evening. He found 
him in his chair, with his foot spasmodically grasping the 
edge of a bath —he looked calmly in his face for a moment 
—said ‘This is death,” and then laying his head on his 
shoulder, died without a groan. 

A post mortem examination was made of the body, and 
eight or nine calculi were extracted from the kidneys. They 
were of various sizes, some of them as large as a pea; and 
from the sides of most of them many sharp points, the eighth 
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of an inch in length, projected. These were imbedded in the 
organ, and were literally ‘thorns in the flesh’ During his 
whole life, he could only procure partial alleviation of pain, 
by lying on his back and smoking. So addicted was he to 
this latter habit, that I have seen him light his pipe, after 
preaching, at the pulpit lamps. 

His death cast a gloom over the le ene far and wide. 
For a few days, his friends were allowed to look upon his 
mortal remains. - I went, and never was I more impressed 
with the grandeur of the man than when he lay in his coffin. 
On the wall, just over the body, hung Branwhite’s print of 
him in the pulpit. Zhere was the pictured preacher, and 
beneath it the clay tabernacle of him of whom Southey said: 
“He had the eloquence of a Cicero, the learning of a Parr, 
and the piety of a Whitfield.’ 

Mr. Hall’s works have been republished in this country, 
and are ranked amongst the most eloquent productions of the 
age. His magnificent discourse on Modern Infidelity has 
gone through numberless editions; and his sermon on the 
death of the Princess Charlotte created such a sensation, that 
it was to be found in the hands of rich and poor. The Rev- 
erend author received an autograph letter from His Majesty, 
King George the Fourth, the father of the Princess, in which 
the monarch expressed the deep feelings of his heart with 
respect to his beloved daughter, and his thanks to him who 
had so touchingly commemorated the sad event of her death. 

During a portion of his life, Mr. Hall was deranged — ex- 
cessive study having induced disease of the brain. To the 
disgrace of the times be it said, that he was subjected, in the 
Asylum where he was placed, to coercion. This he well re- 
membered, and would often allude to it. I once heard him, 
in a large party, expatiate eloquently on the necessity of an 
amelioration of the condition of those who were bereft of rea- 
son; ‘for,’ said he, touchingly, whilst he exhibited some scars 
on his head, the result of a blow from a keeper —‘these are 
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the wounds which I received in the house of my friends.’ 
Happily he recovered, but his friends were ever afterwards 
apprehensive of a recurrence of the malady. 

One of: Hall’s great contemporaries, John Foster, has very 
lately followed him to the grave. The Essay of the latter on 
‘The Character of Robert Hall as a Preacher,’ should be 
read by all lovers of good writing. Mr. Foster’s Essays 
have recently been republished by the Appletons, and of 
this singular and eccentric man of genius I shall have here- 
after something to say, as well as of some other of our pulpit 
writers. 
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Amongst the red letter days of my life —and, thanks to 
generally good, if not robust health, a light heart, and a rov- 
ing commission, they have not been few— none are more 
delightful in the remembrance, than one or two which I spent 
in company with a party of Artists and Literary men, in the 
autumn of 1835. 

In this year, that somewhat migratory body, the British 
Association, held its annual meeting in the city of Bristol, for 
the purpose of discussing grave questions pertaining to science, 
much in the same way as the American Savans are amusing 
themselves at New Haven, whilst I write. It was at this 
Bristol meeting, I may by the way mention, that Dr. Lardner 
made his famous and foolish assertion, that the Atlantic could 
never be navigated by steam. Not very long afterwards, the 
acute philosopher was glad to avail himself of a steamship, in 
order to quit a land which he had made rather too hot to hold 
him! 

Amongst the motley throng who congregated at the place, 
and on the occasion I have mentioned, were famous men of 
all professions- As many, or more, went to see the great 
gathering, as to yield their quota to the amount of already 
acquired information in the various departments of science 
and philosophy; and, of course, there was a tolerably fair 
sprinkling of Artists. Fortunately for them, the locality of 
the place of meeting was extremely beautiful, and afforded 
plenty of employment for their pencils; and, on the occasion 
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of a Sketching Party being ‘ got up,’ for a trip up the celebra- 
ted river Wye, I received an ¢nvite, which I the more readily 
accepted, as it was known that Mr. Wordsworth was touring 
in South Wales, and we were not without some hope of fall- 
ing in with him. 

We were a pleasant party that day, as we stood on the 
deck of the steamboat which was to convey us to where, as 
Pope sings, 


‘Pleased Vaga echoes through her winding bounds.’ 


And while the steam is ‘getting up,’ let me give a catalogue 
of my fellow pleasure seekers. 

With an ample portfolio under one arm, and a walking- 
stick camp-seat in his hand, stood a gentleman, clad in sober 
black — his age might have been forty-five or thereabouts, 
and if a bald broad forehead be any indication of a more 
than usual quantity of talent, assuredly the possessor of the 
said ample ‘head and front’ was no ordinarily gifted man. 
There was an air of reserve, almost of hauteur, about him, 
and he was evidently gratified by being looked up to by the 
younger members of our party. This gentleman was a cler- 
eyman, an artist and a poet. His name (I know not, should 
these sketches ever meet his eye, whether he will thank me 
for divulging it,) was John Eagles; but he is better known to 
the readers of Blackwood as ‘The Sketcher,’ such being the 
designation he adopts in the articles he furnishes to ‘ Mags.’ 

The Rev. Mr. Eagle’s sonnets, in the periodical I have 
just named, have been considered, by competent judges, to be 
scarcely, if at all, inferior to Wordsworth’s ; his paintings are 
fine transcripts from nature; and his prose writings exhibit a 
most refined and intimate acquaintance with art and its rules, 
if rules it has. As a satirist, he wields a fierce and slashing 
pen. He possesses a rectory at Wyndford, in Somersetshire, 
and passes a pleasant life, in dalliance with the Muses. Such 
is or was our ‘ Sketcher !’ 
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Who is that somewhat eccentric-looking personage, with a 
keen dark eye, and a rather foreign appearance? He has 
huddled his clothes on, not dressed himself. His hair, which 
grows long behind, falls over the collar of his olive colored 
coat, and altogether his appearance is picturesque and eccen- 
tric. His portfolio lies on a cross seat near him, and in his 
hand he has a guitar, in its case. That is E. V. Rippingille, 
one of the best delineators of Italian groups which we possess ; 
and a singular life has been his. Stung by unmerited ne- 
glect, in the city which starved out a Chatterton, and which 
only afforded a grave to poor Savage, who died within its 
prison, he turned his face towards the sunny South — lived 
for months and years amongst brigands; explored, in their 
society, the rocky fastnesses of the Abruzzi; sketched, with a 
bold pencil, scenes @ la Salvator, and brought us home the 
rich fruits of his adventurous and somewhat perilous trip. 
He is an accomplished musician, and England boasts not of 
his superior on the guitar, so that he is no mean addition to 
our party. Besides this, he, like Sir Martin Archer Shee, 
the present President of the Royal Academy, 


‘The pen and pencil wields with equal grace.’ 


Mr. Rippingille’s Italian Stories, illustrated by himself, 
must be familiar to the readers of ‘ Bentley’s Miscellany” At 
present he conducts, with great ability, in London, a Maga- 
zine devoted to the interests of the Fine Arts. In this 
country, he is not so much known, as yet — but in strolling 
through the streets of Boston, I have noticed, in more than 
one print shop, an engraving from his picture of ‘King John 
signing Magna Charta;’ and I have now before me a lovely, 
though lightly executed engraving, by Pease, of ‘Childhood ;’ 
—it appears in the Boston ‘ Friendship’s Offering’ for 1842, 
I have often seen the original picture, which is the portrait of 
a son of Sir Charles Abraham Elton, well known as one of 
the most elegant of Greek scholars. 
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More music! Yonder pale, but dapper-looking gentleman, 
whose somewhat slight form is enveloped in a blue frock coat, 
frogged from throat to waist, and who sports moustachios and - 
a tip, is Eulenstein, the celebrated performer on the Jew’s- 
harp!—a strange and apparently insignificant instrument, 
and disagreeable enough, at least to me, in most hands, or 
rather mouths — but let our little German friend, there, take 
it between his lips, and you would fancy that Titania’s band 
had arrived fresh from Fairy-land, 


‘So soft, so sweet, so delicately clear’ 


are the tones produced by his fingers’ ends. That little box 
in his hand contains his assortment of harps; for when he 
gives a concert, he uses instruments of different sizes and 
tones, and these he takes up or lays down with astonishing 
celerity —never once causing interruption or jar in the mel- 
ody. The ear of royalty itself has listened to and applauded 
his music. 

But who is that lively little gentleman, whom everybody is 
shaking hands with, and who shakes hands with everybody in 
return? He is here, there, and everywhere, chattering away 
delightfully, it would seem, and dispensing smiles and: arch 
looks in profusion. How his black eyes twinkle, and what 
fun is there in his face! He seems brimful, and running over 
with good humor, and looks as if care never had or could 
touch him. And then, listen to that pleasant Milesian 
brogue! Reader, perhaps you have never heard an educated 
Irishman talk. Well, if so, you have lost a treat; for noth- 
ing in the world is more delightful, excepting only the soft, 
mellifluous, tripping-over-the-tongue tattle of a pretty and 
well-informed daughter of the Emerald Isle. That natty, 
dear ‘duck’ of a man, as the ladies might say, 7s an universal 
fayorite everywhere. He is at once poet, painter, musician, 
and novelist. He writes songs, sets them to music, illustrates 
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them with his pencil, and then sings them as no one else can. 
Hurrah! we have Rory O’More amongst us. Sam Lover, I 
beg leave to introduce you to the American public. Mr. 
Public —the author of the Tale of the ‘Gridiron ’— and, I 
can assure you, one of the most accomplished and really 
elegant men whom you will ever have the good fortune to 
know. 

See, he has fixed himself for a time, and is chattering 
away with a brother bard, whose appearance is as opposite to 
his own as can possibly be imagined. His companion, for 
the time being, is a man, over whom more than sixty winters 
have passed, leaving their snows upon his head. He is tall, 
and stoutly made — beneath a rusty, clerical-looking hat, is a 
large, placid looking face, whose complexion is somewhat 
florid, and whose surface is strongly indented with decided 
lines. ‘There is a serene thoughtfulness in his large grey 
eyes, and a benevolent smile characterizes his mouth.~ Round 
his full, collarless neck, is a white cravat, somewhat dingy, 
and tied not as Brummel would have fastened it. His stal- 
wart and still robust frame is encased in a long black frock, or 
great coat, whose skirts reach below the knee —a dark waist- 
coat — pepper-and-salt colored ‘continuations, and a pair of 
clumsy top-boots complete his costume —and his ungloved 
hand grasps a stout walking stick. Taken altogether, he 
resembles a yeoman, well to do in the world, and never would 
be in the least suspected, by those who knew him not, of 
being a poet! 

But he is—and not only a poet himself, but the world 
ought to be grateful to him, in that he has been the occasion 
of poetry in one far greater than himself—for we are told 
that Coleridge was first induced to build for himself the lofty 
rhyme, in consequence of his perusal of Bowles’ Sonnets; 
which Sonnets the bard of Christobel says he copied with his 
own pen, more than forty times. William Lisle Bowles, was 


the name of the unpoetic-looking individual I have attempted 
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to describe. He is a clergyman, and resides at the parsonage 
of Brewhill, in Wiltshire, not far from Moore’s Cottage. Of 
him more anon. 

Let me see—who else was there? Oh! I remember 
amongst others was a young man of low stature, and rather 
heavy features of the German cast. His age was then 
somewhere about two and twenty, and he was then considered 
to be a rising artist. This was William Miiller, whose 
‘Letters from Zanthus’ are now publishing in the London 
Art Union, and whose picture of a ‘DANcE At ZANTHUS’ 
was the crack picture in the recent Royal Academy Exhibi- 
tion. This young man was the son of Mr. Miiller, a distin- 
guished scholar; and should these random records fall under 
the notice of any Naturalist, he will remember, with interest, 
that gentleman as the author of the best work on the 
Crinoidea. 

Poor Theodore Von Holst, too, the son of the well-known 
composer for the piano-forte, was one of us. He was an 
artist of singular and truly original genius, and worked hard 
in what may be better understood by calling it the Fuseli 
school. He, like his productions, was wild and striking in his 
appearance — and a profusion of long hair, immense mousta- 
chios, and somewhat grotesque dress, made him appear 
affected, which in reality he was not. There he sat, puffing 
away at a, meerschaum, in gloomy glory. Not long afterward, 
he exhibited his great picture of the ‘Death of Lady Mac- 
beth;’ and so successful was it, that he was overwhelmed with 
praises, and, better far, with commissions. His two last pic- 
tures, ‘ Bettina,’ and ‘Medora,’ were quite the rage when they 
appeared; but the artist did not live long to enjoy his honors. 
The last time I saw him, he was working away, although 
wretchedly ill: and, in a week after I had been with him in 
his studio, he had laid down pallet and pencils forever. He 
died of consumption, brought on by excessive devotion to his 
art. 
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There were others of our party, but none particularly 
worth noting down. And there we were, one glorious 
morning, late in August, with merry hearts and cheerful 
countenances, sailing down the sinuous Avon, on our way to 
Chepstow. 

Delightful alike to poets, painters, and musicians, to say 
nothing of myself, who had gladly left the dissecting room for 
a few too brief hours, was that sail, (if, indeed, steaming can 
be called sailing.) Many of my American friends, who have 
gone down the river from Bristol, on their way to the Great 
Western steamship, will bear me out in the assertion that we 
passed through a succession of views which are unsurpassed 
by anything of the kind in the world. On emerging from 
Cumberland Basin, our vessel passed between two mighty 
natural barriers. On our right, the magnificent rocks of St. 
Vincent towered four hundred feet above our heads; and, on 
our left, the banks, from the river’s margin to the same giddy 
height, were clothed with the living green of Leigh woods. 
Flitting by the far-famed Hot Wells, with the magnificent 
terraces of Clifton high above our heads, we came abreast a 
valley, or rather a gorge in the woods, which derives its name 
from the fact of 


‘Nightingales singing there all the day long.’ 


Bowles (a great antiquarian, by the way,) pointed out to 
us, near the spot, the remains of a Roman encampment; and, 
in return, I directed attention to a singular octagonal tower, 
(which crowned a rocky height,) called Cooke’s Folly, and 
which derives its name from a legend, to the effect that a rich 
merchant of Bristol, one Mr. Cooke, had been warned by a 
soothsayer, that, on his only son’s attaining the age of twenty, 
he would be subject to a great and imminent danger, which 
danger would hang over him, until he should be past the age 
of twenty-one. To prevent harm to his son during this 
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period, Mr. ‘Cooke built the tower in question, and placed his 
son in the upper part of it on the day before he attained his 
twentieth year. For almost twelve months he remained in 
the tower — only conversing with his friends, who daily vis- 
ited him, from the window, and admitting no company, which, 
indeed, he could not do, as the doorway was walled up; his 
provisions and fuel were drawn up by him in a basket. The 
legend goes on to say—and it is implicitly believed in the 
neighborhood — that on the evening before the last day of 
his imprisonment, he drew up a bundle of fagots, in one of 
which a snake had concealed itself; and next morning, when 
his friends went to liberate him, he was found dead, having 
been stung by the venomous reptile. From that time the 
tower has been.called Cooke’s Folly. 

Then we passed another ‘Folly, on the banks of the 
Avon — and as it is connected with a singular circumstance, 
which I know to be a fact, I will just mention it here. 

Every one who knows anything about the manufacture of 
shot, is aware that it is made in a tower. One of these may 
be seen in New York, and two in Philadelphia. ‘The history 
of the shot tower is curious. Upwards of fifty years ago, all 
the shot manufactured was made by letting melted lead per- 
colate through the small holes of an iron vessel, and the 
small drops falling into water, suddenly cooling, became shot ; 
but in this so-made article, there was a little depression on 
each sphere of lead, in consequence of its coming into con- 
tact with the water before it had cooled and become quite 
solid. To obviate this defect was a great object —and the 
way in which the difficulty was overcome was this: 

A Mr. Watts was a manufacturer of shot in Bristol. One 
night his wife awakened him from his sleep, and informed 
him that she had dreamed of a plan whereby shot could be 
manufactured perfectly round. Her husband, as many hus- 
bands, not having the fear of a Mrs. Caudle before their 
eyes, do, laughed at her; but nis was not to be laughed out of 
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her notion. So, after much persuasion, she got her husband, 
next morning, to fix some apparatus at the head of the well 
staircase in her house. At the bottom she placed a tub of 
water, and pouring in the metal at the top, the drops fell a 
considerable distance, became round, and cooled sufficiently, 
before they touched the water, to prevent the-contact making 
any perceptible mark. UHer triumph was complete. Mr. 
Watts took out the first patent for shot, became rich, but lost 
all by commencing the building of a magnificent terrace at 
Clifton. All his money was sunk in the foundations alone, 
and to this day it is called Watts’s Folly. The poor man 


died of a broken heart. Such is the story —and whatever 
the mceredulous may say, I believe it; for my mother had it 
from Mr. and Mrs. Watts’s own lips. 

I quite forgot to say that Mr. Sedgwick, the distinguished 
geologist, and also Mr. Conybeare, were of our party. The 
former celebrated savan was tall and somewhat slightly 
formed. His complexion was very dark and swarthy, and 
had not, as he sometimes very playfully admits, any preten- 
sions to beauty, excepting we admit of an intelligent hand- 
someness. But his eyes were very fine, and when he opened 
his lips we were so rivetted by his eloquence that his plain 
face went for nothing. Sedgwick has been called the Robert 
Hall of geology, and he deserves the honorable title. Like 
Sir Humphrey Davy, he flings a charm round his subject; 
and in his hands Geology, in itself, perhaps, the most mag- 
nificent of studies, becomes as attractive as its more showy 
sister science, which enables us, as a poor tobacco-pipe-maker 
and poet, says — 


‘To sail with science through the starry skies.’ 


Well, Sedgwick and Conybeare, (whose outward man 
defies description) enlightened us with their discourse on the 
rocks as we passed by them, and we had quite a delightful 
and learned little lecture on conglomerate — blue lias — red 
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sandstone — Icthyosauri and Plesiosauri— Mastodons and 
Megatheria, which lasted until we made a bend in the river, 
and the waters of the Bristol Channel glittered before us. 

Just before we entered the channel, however, our boat 
came to a stand still, as we wished to land and make a sketch 
or two. Then, we had left our homes breakfastless, and so 
it was proposed to take sundry hampers on shore, and make 
a lunch of it on the pleasant green sward. It was quite a 
pic-nic affair, only there were no ladies, and that, perhaps, 
was a drawback. Nevertheless, we managed to get along 
wonderfully well, for Lover uncorked the bottles — Lisle 
Bowles almost broke his back in laying the cloth over so 
many times—for Rory O’More, I really fear purposely, 
whenever he passed by a corner, like his own Handy Andy, 
did just what he ought not to have done, and kicked away 
the stones which kept the diaper from blowing away. Sedg- 
wick set to work, punning ‘like mad, on every stone he 
examined, whilst Conybeare gravely discoursed as before. 
Von Holst sat listening to Eulenstein, and quoting Schiller 
and Burger. Eagles set to work at sketching a locality, 
where it is said two mighty giants and the Devil once had a 
game of bowls together. Rippingille thrummed his guitar 
— in short, all were occupied, myself among the rest; for, 
as I could n’t originate any thing, worth any thing, I con- 
tented myself with taking pencil likenesses of the different 
groups, little dreaming then, that at a future day I should 
sketch the scenes in pen and ink, for the ATLAs, when seated 
in the beautiful Athens of America, some thousands of miles 
away from it. 

And pleasant enough, I may add, is the self-imposed task, 
for as I sit in my silent chamber, penning these recollections, 
the ‘old familiar faces’ come back to me from far away 
places, and from the land of silence; and I listen again to 
the pleasant voices of old. I listen, but not to mourn. No. 
I trust I have learned a cheerful philosophy. That was a 
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pleasant faculty of Blake’s, the painter. He, dreaming artist 
that he was, would sit for hours in the company of imaginary 
persons — old friends — and famous men, of whom he had 
heard, but never seen ; and he would converse with them and 
imagine their answers. Well —so I, thousands of miles from 
home, with not one of kith or kin on this great continent, 
feel a wholesome delight in knowing how those I loved, and 
do so love, once looked and spoke ; and, realizing to my own 
spirit how they would look and speak were they here. Some 
one says that he used to ‘make pictures with his eyes shut,’ 
and why should not we? What is the use of hanging up in 
our image chamber gloomy delineations, when, by a bright 
touch of Fancy, we may bring ‘sunshine into a shady place,’ 
and let it fall on pleasant pictures. There may be such a 
thing as the blending of spirits or souls, when the bodies are 
sundered far, and Memory was doubtless intended to afford 
us pleasures, as well as Hope. Happily did poor beloved 
Charles Lamb sing of a deceased friend — 


‘My sprightly neighbor gone before, 
Shall we not meet as heretofore, 
Some summer morning ?’ 


But enough — perhaps too much, of this. Our luncheon 
passed off pleasantly, and how long we should have lingered, 
I know not, for the wine had made us rather social and 
sociable, had not an intimation from the ‘skipper’ made us 
hurry off, for fear of losing the tide. 

We occupied about an hour in crossing the channel, and 
as there was a short, choppy sea, it was quite amusing to 
witness the change which gradually came over the spirits 
and faces of my companions. Eulenstein’s Jew’s-harp was 
hung upon the willows, and the performer himself hung 
mournfully over the vessel’s side. Rippingille had seen too 
much of salt water to care much about it—so had Von 
Holst, and they sat smoking together. Lisle Bowles’s huge 
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frame lay extended on the deck; he was not composing a 
sonnet, for I really believe that. not even Dante could have 
described the intensity of his misery, in the small number of 
the allotted fourteen lines. Sedgwick looked as stupid and 
astonished as the toad did, which Sidney Smith wrote about» 
when it first came out of its ‘ catacomb of rock.’ Conybeare, 
a thin, cadaverous looking man, whose look of sadness, like 
Brougham’s nose, was a thing which could not be exagger- 
ated, sat sipping brandy aud water. Miller was invisible, 
and Lover, pale and spiritless, could hardly perpetrate a 
pun, to the effect that the watery passage was the freest trans- 
lation he had ever known of ‘Sic transit’ In fact, we were 
most of us heartily sick, and the fishes fared all the better 
for our luncheon. 

But the range of rocks, called Goldcliff, from their shining 
with a metallic lustre in the sunlight, came in sight, and the 
little whitewashed cottages, on the sides of the Welsh moun- 
tains, grew more and more distinct, as we neared the shore. 
The clear stream of the Wye, too, imperfectly mixed with 
the muddy waters of the Channel, into which it fell, and 
streaked our pathway, or seaway; and before long we en- 
tered the mouth of one of the most picturesque sireams of 
the most picturesque portion of Wales., As the vessel glided 
between low, grassy banks on one hand, and a range of 
rocks, similar in some respects, to the palisades on the 
Hudson River, but. on an infinitessimal scale, the spirits 
of our party revived —and the band on board struck 
up various lively tunes. It was known to the musicians 
that Lover was amongst us, and so, of course, the lively 
air of Rory O’More was given with all the honors, and 
most obstreperous cheering followed it, to say nothing of 
the encores. Then Lover ordered, out of compliment, 
‘The Maid of Llangollen, and, of course, English, Irish, 
Scotch, and Welsh, united lustily in singing ‘God save the 
Queen.’ Had there been an American on board, (I wish 
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there had, for I should have liked nothing better. than to 
have gone with him or her, to see some remains of antiquity, 
such as he had little idea of ) we would have had ‘Yankee 
Doodle’ or ‘ Hail Columbia.’ 

As we were nearing Chepstow Bridge, and the old Castle 
just appeared in sight, one of the musicians. shambled up to 
Mr. Lover, made his bow, and asked for something to drink, 
insinuating that they had played ‘ Rory O’More’ for his 
especial gratification. 

‘ Bedad, that’s quare, any how,’ said Lover, good humor- 
edly, giving the man half a crown; ‘that’s a left-handed 
way of satisfyin’ the piper, to make aman pay for hearin’ his 
own music |” 

On reaching Chepstow, we landed close to the bridge, as we 
had agreed to perform the rest of our journey on foot,— that 
is, the younger and brisker portion of the party. Mr. Bowles, 
left us, for the purpose of paying his respects to his Diocesan, 
the Bishop of Llandaff, who resided close by, promising to 
meet us at Tintern Abbey. Sedgwick and Conybeare 
strolled onward, and the rest of our party proceeded to the 
Castle, for the purpose of making sketches. As we entered 
the great doorway, a tall loosely-dressed lady came from 
within the Castle, and principally attracted my attention from 
the circumstance of her carrying a large folio under her arm. 
Iwo sweet little girls were with her. I felt curious to know 
who she was, and enquired of the old woman who kept the 
gate. She informed me that it was Lady Charlotte Guest, 
(formerly Lady Charlotte Lindsay) wife of Sir John Guest, 
the great Welsh Iron Master. Lady Charlotte is well 
known in England, as the able and laborious translator of the 
Mabinogion —the Welsh Arabian Nights — which work is 
now in course of publication. But I must entreat the reader 
to wait patiently until next week, when the sayings and 
doings of our SkeTcHinc Parry, amidst Rocks, River, 
and Rurns, shall be duly chronicled. 


84 A SKETCHING PARTY. 


A SKETCHING PARTY. 


NO. II. 


WERE some of the exqtisite sketches made by our party, 
that day, on, the banks of one of the most picturesque of 
rivers of the United Kingdom, engraved, they might be dis- 
played in proof of my assertion, that within similar limited 
boundaries more numerous or more charming subjects for the 
pencil could not be paralleled in the world. As it is, how- 
ever, the reader must. content him or herself by my plain 
Pen and Ink description of the objects which so gratify us. 

Wales, and South Wales especially, as the reader doubt- 
less is aware, is peculiarly rich in ruins—and three of the 
most celebrated we intended visiting. In my last article it 
will be remembered that I rather abruptly quitted the reader, 
as we were entering the first on our list, Cuzpstow CAsTLE. 

There we stood, under its mighty arched gateway, gazing 
up at the old grey frowning battlements — poking our walk- 
ing sticks into crevices of walls, so thick that a six-foot pole 
might have been lost in them; and curiously peering into 
loop-holes, from whence, hundreds of years ago, issued the 
arrow flights of besieged men. High over our heads was 
the fissure for the massive portucullis, which once descended 
in two mighty grooves in the wall, on either side of us, and 
the monstrous irons which supported the massive hinges of 
the outer door still remained. 
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But the great gate itself was gone, and so were its warders. 
In the place of the former, a clumsy boarded door was substi- 
tuted, and a feeble, cracked-voiced old Welsh-woman, with a 
vinegar aspect, came forward, in place of the stalwart porter, 
jingling a bunch of monstrous keys, and holding out her 
parchment palm for the expéctant fee — for be it known to all 
tourists, that nothing in the ‘Old Country’ is to be seen for 
nothing. 

Financial matters having been arranged, a little girl was 
despatched with. our party, to open the doors leading to the 
various dungeons and galleries. We had not gone far, how- 
ever, before we discovered that she did not understand a word 
of English, and, as we were in a similar predicament with re- 
gard to Welsh, we dispensed with her services, and Lover 
having dispossessed her of her bunch of keys, we trusted to 
chance for lighting on the lions of the place. 

Before we minutely examined the ruins, we all rested, for 
a time, on the soft green sward which floored the great ban- 
queting-hall. There, on the walls which had once resounded 
to martial music, grew weeds and wild flowers, which fantas- 
tically twined round ruined buttresses and battered corbels. 
Hundreds of starlings, daws, and rooks chattered and cawed 
from their nests in the holes and amid the shrubberies; and 
the sunbeams, intercepted by neither roof nor window, fell on 
the green earth. With the exception of the sounds made by 
these birds, there was a strange, unnatural stillness, all about 
the place; and although, when we first sat down, our tongues 
rattled, and the joke and song went merrily round, a gradual 
feeling of solemnity imperceptibly stole over us, and we be- 
came wrapped in reverie. But, as might be expected, we 
were in no mood to mope the hours away: so, having made 
Lover sing (to Eulenstein’s accompaniment on the Jew’s harp, 
Rippingille playing a running melody on his guitar,) Mrs. 
Hemans’s song of the ‘Carrier Dove, we started up, and 
went in search of the picturesque. 
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I had, of course, heard a great deal of Henry Martin, one 
of the Regicides, who, after the restoration of Charles the 
Second, was confined in Chepstow Castle for many years. 
Southey, it will be remembered, wrote, in his young days, a 
sonnet on the subject, which, in after years, he would have 
given much not to have penned. Martin’s dungeon, there- 
fore, was an object of great interest to all of us; and, before 
we ascended any of the numerous winding staircases, we 
pryed into every hole and corner under ground, in the expec- 
tation of finding it; but in vain; and, in the absence of our 
guide, the guondam apartment of the king-killer would have 
been a place unnoticed particularly by us, but for the casual 
visit to the ruins of an individual who, as one of his ablest 
works is now in course of publication in America, I may as 
well describe. ~ 

I mentioned, in my last paper, that, on our arrival in 
Chepstow, Mr. Lisle Bowles left us, to visit the Bishop of 
Llandaff. The residence of that dignitary of the Church was 
very near the Castle, and it-appeared that our sonnetteering 
friend had met his Lordship when proceeding to his residence. 
The Bishop was accompanied by another occupant of the 
episcopal bench, with whom he was going to see the Castle. 
Bowles accordingly joined them, and’ to their thus meeting 
we were indebted for the gratification of being introduced to 
one of the most accomplished scholars of the age. 

The Bishop of Llandaff was himself not unknown as a.lit- 
erary man and a fine scholar, but I do not know that his fame 
has travelled over the Atlantic. He gained one of the Uni- 
versity prizes for a poem, I believe; but that is no great 
credit to any one, for, with almost the single exception ot 
Bishop Heber’s ‘ Palestine,’ these Oxford prize poems have 
generally been sorry specimens of verse-making. 

His companion was the Reverend —TI beg his pardon — 
the Right Reverend Connop Thirlwall, the then newly-made 
Bishop of St. David’s, and author of the History of Greece, 
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now universally acknowledged to be the best work ever writ- 
ten of its class. The appearance of the reverend gentleman 
was prepossessing in the extreme. He was of the medium 
height, rather slightly built; his dress, of course clerical, was 
of sober black, and he wore the Bishop’s apron, a small piece 
of silk, about eight inches or a foot square, and hanging from 
the lower edge of the vest. His eye was full and dark, and 
a very pleasing smile lit up his somewhat pallid countenance. 
If I had been phrenologically inclined, I should have had but 
little chance of marking his developments, for he wore the 
usual shovel hat. He seemed, I thought, feeble in health — 
but that might have arisen from recent severe study, for on 
his promotion to the See of ‘St. David’s, he commenced the 
study of that most difficult language, the Welsh; and, won- 
derful to relate, in the short space of four months made so 
great a progress in it, that he was enabled to preach extem- 
poraneously, and with great fluency, to the Cambrians in 
their own ancient tongue. I, myself, heard him deliver an 
address at the great Musical Eisteddfod Meeting, at Aber- 
gavenny, when he surprised the greatest Welsh scholars by 
the purity and beauty of his language. 

Escorted by the Bishop of Llandaff, who very kindly prof- 
fered his services as guide, we mounted one of the spiral stair- 
cases, sinking knee-deep, at every step, in the ruined nests of 
generations of birds, and soon arrived at Martin’s room— 
dungeon, it can scarcely be called, as it is situated in one of 
the towers of the castle. It was a large, square apartment, 
the window of which commanded a charming view ; and, if 
report be correct, Martin was not only enabled to look over 
the adjacent country, but to extend his walks around the 
neighborhood. 

After we had spent a very pleasant hour or two in the 
castle, we accepted the Bishop’s invitation to a repast at his 
dwelling; after which, we grasped our trusty sticks, shoul- 
dered our knapsacks, and proceeded to the banks of the 
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Wye, where we took a boat and rowed towards Tintern 
Abbey. 

This far-famed ecclesiastical relic of the olden time is, 
perhaps, the most picturesque ruin of its kind in the world. 
Situated on the banks of a winding, silvery river, em- 
bosomed amongst hills, clothed from bases to summits 
with the richest verdure, it gives abundant proof that the 
Cistercian monks, to whom it belonged, were not such 
blockheads as some would make them out to have been. 
As we approached it, the sun was pouring a flood of mellow 
light upon its old grey walls, and we stood, for a time, in 
silent wonder, gazing on the beautiful gothic window over 
the entrance door, around the finely carved stone-work of 
which, the ivy and a hundred parasitical plants crept and 
twined. ‘There was no sound, save the song of innumerable 
birds, and the rippling of the river, as it glided past—and 
the very spirit of sanctity seemed to brood over the place. 
But if the exterior created feelings of astonishment and ad- 
miration, what were our emotions when the little door was 
opened, and we entered the sacred ruin! 

Those of our party who now saw it for the first time, invol- 
untarily stood still, and almost suspended their breathing, 
whilst they feasted their eyes. I can conceive of nothing 
more striking than the spectacle which is seen on first enter- 
ing Tintern Abbey. You gaze down a long aisle, on either 
side of which arise gothic pillars, of exquisite proportion. 
Over head are fragmentary arches, the beautiful workman- 
manship of which indicates what the place must have been 
mits palmy days. There are vacant niches, with traceried 
canopies, which once overshadowed some saint or martyr, 
and here and there are the effigies of praying priest or mailed 
knight. At the opposite extremity of the long aisle, which 
is carpeted with the richest verdure, is the great east window, 
through which the woods on the opposite bank of the river 
are seen. In the centre of this river, a slender shaft of stone 
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springs up, and joins that portion of the carved work above, 
which Time has spared. Although of great height and cir- 
cumference, such is the magnitude of the window, that it 
looks like the stalk of a delicate blossom, and the tracery-work 
of the window may, by the aid of fancy, be likened to the 
petals of a flower turned to stone. Around the clustered 
pillars, and on the summits of the walls, were thousands of 
interesting objects to the naturalist; but our object was picto- 
rial, not botanical — so we made arrangements for sketching ; 
and, as it was a fine afternoon, and the moon would be at the 
full that evening, we concluded to remain and make a night 
of it. 

It is all very well to grow sedate in such places — and few 
can help, whilst gazing on the remains of former greatness, 
thinking of things which have been, and which have passed 
away forever; but second-hand sentimentalism, is a bore, and 
I shall, therefore, instead of inflicting on the reader an ‘ele- 
gant extract’ from the page of my memory, transcribe a son- 
net, written that evening by Mr. Bowles, for the album of 
the Bishop of Llandaff’s niece, who permitted me to copy it 
—and here it is. 


A DAY-DREAM AT TINTERN ABBEY. 


‘Forth to the house of death the Friars go ;— 
And as they walk along the gloomed vale, 

“ Laupatur Deus,” chaunted soft and low, 
Blends with the murmurs of the eyening gale. 


They go on Mercy’s errand, with the tale 

Of Him who died that Death might vanquished be, 
To one whose spirit trembles on the brink 

Of Death’s unfathomable, blackening sea. 


The Abbey-crowned river glides along 
In gloom and silence; like that parting spirit, 
In doubt and fear and darkness hurrying on 
To its eternal bourne — there to inherit — 
What ?— But my dream is past — the Altar-stone 
Lies at my feet, with weeds and lichens overgrown !’ 
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Rippingille made a very beautiful water-color illustration 
of the sonnet, which he also presented to the young lady who 
possessed the Album which it graced, 

Before sunset, we ascended an eminence, in the neighbor 
hood of the Abbey, called Tue Devyin’s Putrrr, and from it 
had a magnificent view of the surrounding country; from 
thence we visited a Druidical remain, not far off, and by the 
time the moon had risen, we were in the old Abbey again. 

How glorious it looked by moonlight! It is when one 
wishes to describe such scenes that we feel the poverty of 
language. Walter Scott’s lines about Melrose Abbey are 
too well known to need quotation here; but he was quite 
right when he recommended the ‘soft moonlight’ to be 
thrown upon such scenes as the one I am attempting to 
describe. 

Some of our party had provided themselves with a quan- 
tity of different colored fires, and we amused ourselves by 
witnessing the singular effects produced by their combustion. 
Now, the old pillars would glow in the crimson light, like 
rubies ; then they would be transformed into shafts of topaz 
or amber; presently the place looked like an emerald palace, 
which, in its turn, would fade, and in the lurid glare of a blue 
light, it would resemble a hall of Pandemonium. The scenes 
in the Arabian Nights seemed to be realized; and as the 
forms of one and another of our party flitted along the clois- 
ters, or peeped out from a niche or broken window, the old 
monks seemed to have arisen from their long repose, to as- 
certain who had violated the sanctity of their once beautiful 
house. 

The evening, as the pleasantest evenings generally will, at 
last came to a close, and our party adjourned to the village 
inn, ‘The Three Salmons,’ where we got up a small enter- 
tainment, in humble imitation of the Noctes Ambrosiane. Of 
course the conversation turned chiefly on Art and Artists ; 
but we had some delightful music from Eulenstein and 
Rippingille. . 
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I do not remember who made the remark, but one of the 
party did, that it was a pity some one had not written a series 
of verses, characteristic of the Painters, in the same style as 
those of the Poets, by Robert McNish, in which the ‘Modern 
Pythagorean’ had devoted only four lines to each writer, and 
graphically described their peculiar styles, in a single verse. 

‘ Supposing, as there are some rhymers amongst us, we try 
our hands at extemporizing a verse, in turn, all round, 
proposed Eagles. 

The proposition was playfully acceded to, and as we were 
all pretty well ‘primed, no one put forth any bashful excuses, 
with the exception of our J ew’s-harp friend — and, as he was 
a good stenographer, ‘we let him off on the condition of his 
reporting our improvisatorial stanzas. Here are the verses, 
Just as they were rattled off—word for word as they were 
uttered, and the reader must imagine their respective author- 
ship. They may, I think, be fairly classed among the Curi- 
osities of Literature. I should state that the names of a 
number of Artists were written on a list, by the chairman of 
the evening, and as each one was named by him, every indi- 
vidual of the party, as his turn came round, was compelled 
to immediately deliver himself of his four lines, without 
hesitation, or the use of pen, ink and paper. I do not 
remember that in any one instance there was the slightest 
hesitation. 


SKETCHES OF SKETCHERS — Arrer MoNisu. 


MARTIN. 


With bold and fearless hand, 
Time’s veil asunder riven, 

He bids before us stand, 
The scenes of hell and heaven. 


COLLINS. 


Beside some cottage door. 
The happy children play, 
As evening sunset flings 
O’er earth its mellowed ray. 
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E. LANDSEER. 


Life on his canvas glows! 
The fallow deer bound on — 
We touch the crouching hare, 
And wonder ’t is not gone. 


MORLAND. 


The humblest things of earth, 
His pencil brings to view ; 

And truth declares her own, 
Whatever Morztanp drew ! 


TURNER. 
With pencil dipped in light, , 
He paints — whilst all applaud. 
And well deserves the name 
He bears, the EnexisH CLAUDE. 


CRUIKSHANK. 


With his instructive lines 
He gladdens wit or sage ; 
And stands, by all confessed 
The Hocarru of his age. 


COPLEY FIELDING. 


Painter for gentle hearts! 
He loves the quiet scene, 
Or charms us with the sight 
Of landscapes, fresh and green. 


DANIELLS. 


Far scenes he brings to view, 
The gorgeous Eastern land, 

Where ’neath unclouded skies 
The idol Temples stand ! 


GAINSBOROUGH. 
The deep and shaded dell, 
He loved to picture forth ; 
And English Landscapes well 
Attest the Artist’s worth. 
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FUSELI. 


All dark and hideous forms 
He brings before our eyes; 

And crowds his canvas page 
With gorgeous phantasies ! 


PROUT. 


He paints, and lo! appears 
The high o’er-arching dome, 
Or the vast, columned piles 
Of old majestic Rome. 


STANFIELD. 


His graceful barks sweep by, 
Beneath a smiling sun ; 

Or shadowed o’er with gloom, 
The doomed ship hurries on. 


BIRD. 
Long years may roll away, 
But take not in their race, 
Aught from the fame of him 
Who painted Curvy Cuase. 


A. COOPER. 

His genius loves to range, 
Where armies madly meet, 
And the wild war-horse spurns 
» The ground, with bloody feet. 


MARGARET CARPENTER. 


Her firm and graceful touch, 
Need never rivals fear ; 

How on her canvas gleams 
The judge’s brow severe. 


WILKIE. 
That genius may depict 
The household feelings well, 
And touch the humblest hearts, 
Let Wilkie’s ‘Renr Day’ tell. 
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WEST. 


Columbia ! for thy son 
Hath fame a deathless wreath, 
' Well earned by him who drew 
The ghastly horseman — Datu ! 


HOGARTH. 
All honor be to him, 
Who, with determined hand, 
Drew Virtue’s smiling form — 
Bade Vice a warning stand. 


LAWRENCE. 


The loveliest things of earth, 
His magic pencil drew ; 

And round the fairest forms 
An added sweetness threw. 


VON HOLST. 


He paints the passions well — 
Lo! where the Murderess lies ! 
Despair within her breast, 
And madness in her eyes. 


WILSON. 


Upon the verdurous mead, 
Or in the bosky dell, 

And where the hedge-rows gleamed, 
His genius loved to dwell. 


At this point, our list became exhausted, but Rippingille, 
with a knowing wink, and a bow to the author of Handy 
Andy, wound up cleverly, by perpetrating the following, 
which was received with vociferous cheering, ‘from all parts 
of the house.’ , 


LOVER. 


Painter! and Poet too! 

I must not pass thee o’er ; 
A master of two Arts, 

For what I know, O’Morg. 
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The next morning we were up with the sun, and on our 
way over the mountains to RAGLAND CastLE —a place 
famous in the history of the Civil Wars. From thence, we 
proceeded to Monmouth, where we saw the Castle, or rather 
the fragment of it, in which Henry the Fifth, the Hero of 
Agincourt, was born. The room in which that valorous 
monarch first saw the light, was occupied by a sow and her 
numerous family. 

As we were only twelve miles from Ross, we determined 
to visit that town, and see the house of Pope’s famous ‘Man 
of Ross.’ His real name was John Kyrle. We visited his 
house, walked under the trees which he planted, and enjoyed 
the beautiful scenery of the neighborhood, and then, taking a 
boat, we descended the river on our way home. 

On our way down the Wye we stopped at Wallford Vicar- 
age, for the purpose of paying our respects to the learned 
author of several antiquarian works — the Reverend T homas 
Dudley Fosbroke. He lived in a sweetly retired spot, and 
was then drawing towards the close of a long literary life. 
Walter Scott speaks of him in one of his works, I forget 
which. After bidding him adieu, we proceeded a few miles 
further on, and again stopped, to see Goodrich Castle, the 
seat of Sir Samuel Rush Meyrick, the author of the magnif- 
icent work on Ancient Armor. Goodrich Castle is quite one 
of the lions of the neighborhood, and it contains perhaps the 
best private collection of Antiquities to be found in Great 
Britain. 

Whilst we were examining the various articles in the 
collection, Sir Samuel Meyrick entered, accompanied by a 
gentleman, apparently between sixty and seventy years of 
age. He was tall, thin, and was dressed in black ; his hair 
was white, and bald on the top of his forehead, which was 
high and expansive. The features of this gentleman had a 
peculiarly pensive air about them. He wore green specta- 
cles, so that I could not sed the color of his eyes, and a huge 
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umbrella was under his arm. Shortly after entering, he 
inscribed his name in the visitors’ book, and passed on to 
inspect the library. A few minutes afterwards I looked at ~ 
the signature, and discovered that the stranger was Words- 
worth. The intelligence ran like wild-fire through our party, 
and by the aid of Rippingille, who had a letter of introduc- 
tion to Sir Samuel Meyrick, we managed to get introduced 
to the great Poet. He was then on his way to Bristol, and, 
at our invitation, took a seat in our boat as far as Monmouth, 
where, as soon as it was known that Wordsworth was at the 
‘Beaufort Arms, the inn was besieged with persons anxious 
to get a glimpse of the Poet. One gentleman of the neigh- 
porhood actually paid a handsome sum to the landlord of the 
inn, to be allowed to disguise himself and act as waiter, in 
order that he might have a good opportunity of staring: his 
fill at the great man. 

I shall have occasion, in a future sketch, to speak more 
particularly of Mr. Wordsworth, and of a visit I paid him at 
Rydal Mount ; but I cannot help, in this place, expressing 
my regret at having heard that in more than one instance he 
has failed to extend due courtesy to travellers from. this 
country, who have visited him at the Lakes. In one instance 
his manner very nearly approached ‘to absolute rudeness. I 
deeply regret this. Mr. Wordsworth cannot plead as a pre- 
cedent that literary men have not been well received in 
America, for in no country have the representatives of the 
great Republic of Letters been more warmly welcomed. 
And, besides this, the very compliment paid to Mr. Words- 
worth’s genius, by individuals from a ‘far country,’ should 
have prevented any ebullition of petty feeling on his part. 

On the evening of the day succeeding that of our setting 
out from Bristol, we once more entered the Avon, and after 
gliding below the heights of Clifton, set foot in the ‘turtle 
loving city’ — just in time to attend a soiree of savans, and 
listen to Mr. Cross’s detail of hts wonderful electrical dis- 
coveries. 
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In the former numbers of this series of Sketches, I have 
confined myself to.notices and recollections of Authors; for, 
to tell the plain truth, I have felt some hesitation in taking 
Lady sitters as subjects for my literary pencillings. But 
several anonymous fair correspondents having intimated a 
desire that I should gratify them with some description of a 
few of their own sex, who have rushed into print, I feel 
bound, in common politeness, to do my best, although the 
attempt will place me, I fear, in a. somewhat perilous posi- 
tion; for, as in these papers I aim to guide as truthful a pen 
as possible, I tremble lest, through ignorance of proper des- 
criptive terms, terms absolutely necessary in articles of this 
nature, I should convey erroneous impressions, and render 
myself liable to be laughed at for my pains. I am by no 
means learned in the mysteries of a lady’s toilette; that is, 
so far as the particular names of the various articles of dress 
are concerned; and though I may manage to convey some 
idea of the cut of a coat, or the shape of a hat, Iam by no 
means certain that I should exhibit any luminosity in trying to 
describe the gay or quaint apparelling of alady. Itis all well 
enough to make dresses for heroines in novels and romances, 
especially if they flourished some fifty or a hundred years 
ago; hooped quilted petticoats, point-lace stomachers, high- 
héeled shoes, and fardingales, te// well in print; but when one 
would describe matters and things as they now are, the case 
is different. However,d shall, as in the case of the gentle~ 

9 


98 A DAY WITH HANNAH MORE. 


men whom I have noticed, describe the ladies in a plain, 
unpretending manner, and as near ly to the life as is desirable 
in these days of Daguerreotypes. If I should commit any 
offences against the inexorable laws of Fashion, by uninten- 
tionally calling things by any other names than those which 
the said laws, in their wisdom, have prescribed, I must plead 
ignorance in excuse, and throw myself upon the mercy of the 
court. 

The first literary lady whom I remember ever to have seen 
was one whose works yet remain to improve and edify her 
own sex in particular, and the world in general. She was 
invested, too, with a particular degree of interest, owing to 
the fact that she was among the latest remnants of the blue 
stockings of the last. century. She had, in her youthful days, 
mingled in thé gay circles of ton; had listened to the oracu- 
lar sayings of Dr. Johnson; echoed the lively sallies which 
burst forth in Mrs. Delaney’s little circle; bandied elegant 
trifles with that brilliant literary butterfly, Horace Walpole; 
had been petted by David Garrick; and, in her middle age, 
and in later years, had been the centre around whom Bishops, 
Princesses, and Philanthropists, and many of meaner name 
and note, revolved. I refer to Miss, or, as she is more gen- 
erally styled, Mrs. Hannan Morr. » 

I was but a little fellow when I first saw this celebrated 
woman; but although then scarcely seven years of age, I 
retain as vivid an impression of her person and manners, as 
if: the interview had occurred only yesterday. Twenty-eight 
years have rolled over my head since then, and, during the 
interval, I have watched, on the dise of life's camera, hun- 
dreds of busy and noticeable figures go by, and then disappear 
in darkness; but my impressions of the learned old lady are 
as vivid as ever; and, as I sit, noting down this reminiscence, 
I can, by a very slight exercise of fancy, see her precise 
form, and hear her low-toned, musical voice, as distinctly as I 
did when the sober reality engrossed my attention. 
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Hannah More was born in the immediate vicinity of my 
native city, in the same village, indeed, in which John Foster 
had for many years lived, and died: and, for a considerable 
portion of her life, she resided within a short distance of her 
birth-place, in a cottage which she built, and named Cowslip 
Green. After a seventeen years’ residence in this rather 
lack-a-daisically named locality, during which time she was 
visited by Mr. Wilberforce, and other persons ofsnote, she 
removed, in 1802, to Barley Wood, near the village of 
Wrington, in Somersetshire, about fourteen miles from the 
city of Bristol, and at this place it was that I first saw her. 

My mother had, for many years, been on terms of great 
intimacy with Hannah More and her sisters ; and I remember 
frequently having heard her, in our family circle, read letters 
which she had received from the celebrated authoress. My 
two sisters were then about commencing their education, and 
my mother, who possessed a great degree of reverence for 
the occupant of Barley Wood, presuming on the strength of 
an old acquaintanceship, had written to Mrs. More, to ask her 
advice as to the course to be taken with respect to their 
studies. This led to a friendly correspondence, and, at 
length, to an invitation to the ‘little girls’ to spend a week, 
during the hay-making season, at Barley Wood: which invi- 
tation was, I need scarcely say, accepted. 

At that time Mrs. More’s ‘Sacred Dramas’ were very. 


popular 
and occasionally enacting a part in them myself, 1 became 
pretty familiar with these compositions. Mrs. More’s name, 


and from hearing my sisters’ recitations of them, 


too, was so frequently mentioned in terms of admiration, and 
almost reverence, in my father’s house, that I felt a growing 
desire to see the individual whose lines I so often repeated, 
and who was so looked up to. It was, therefore, with no 
little degree of childish delight, that one morning I set out, 
with my mother, for the purpose of fetching home my sisters, 
who had been spending the promised week at Barley Wood. 


100 A DAY WITH HANNAH MORE. 


I had very vague ideas then about people who wrote 
books ; they were mysterious personages to me — and in pro- 
portion to my delight in any particular work, was my estimate 
of the outward and visible appearances of its author. I 
could hardly, when I did think about the matter, realize the 
writer to be an actual flesh and blood reality. I used to 
think of him or her more as of a spirit communing with my 
spirit, than any thing else; but I have lived to know better, 
and to experience the sad reality that many, whose written 
productions are of an almost imperishable nature, have them- 
selves been, emphatically, but of the earth, earthy. 

There were no iron roads in those days, so intersecting the 
country, in all directions,” that, viewed from a height, it 
appeared as if a monstrous gridiron had been laid on the 
earth; and on the road to Barley Wood, not even a stage- 
coach ran—so that my mother and myself journeyed towards 
the place of our destination in what was called a tilted wagon. 
I had scarcely ever been in the country before, and oh! how 
keenly I enjoyed that homely ride in thé early morning; for 
we were on our way soon after sunrise, as we intended to 
make a long day of it. In anticipation of the visit, I had, 
with a childish vanity, crammed myself with scraps of Mrs. 
More’s poetry — and I well remember that I had learned by 
heart, in the hope that I should be asked to recite it to the 
authoress, ‘THe FooLttsH TRAVELLER, or, A GOOD INN IS A 
BAD HOME. As we ascended the high Somersetshire Hills, I 
would alight from the cart, and, running on before it, gaze far 
into the hazy distance, expecting to view some such imposing- 
looking house as I anticipated seeing at the end of our jour- 
ney; and I would ask a thousand questions about Mrs. More 
of my mother, until her patience was almost exhausted, and 
then I would recite, to make sure I had not forgotten it, the 
fable —and so things went on, until, at length, my mother 
held me, whilst I stood tiptoe on the front seat of the vehicle, 
and pointed out the long-wished-for spot, when we were yet 
two miles from it. 
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We were on the turnpike road, and Barley Wood lay 
about the distance I have mentioned from us, to the left. It 
was a picturesque cottage residence, on a hill side, embosomed 
amongst trees. Behind it rose a gently sloping hill, richly 
wooded ; in front, was a lawn of emerald verdure, enclosed 
by.a shrubbery, from which the ground gently declined, until 
it blended with the valley of Wrington. On our left were 
the Mendip Hills, and the Quantock Range, (famous because 
of the wanderings of Coleridge, Lloyd, Southey, and Words- 
worth among them—it was on the Quantock Hills that 
the ‘Ancient Mariner’ was composed,) rose in the blue dis- 
tance. The houses of the little village of Wrington lay 
beneath us, and its pretty tower f@rmed a conspicuous object 
in the landscape. As we descended the hill, my mother told 
me of Locke, and when we reached the village, and quitted 
the tilted cart, she led me towards the Church, still speaking 
of the great man. The sharp air of the morning had made 
me hungry, so we went into a cottage near the Church-yard — 
indeed, it was in the pathway leading to it—and I got a 
draught of milk, and piece of brown bread and butter, and 
after I had despatched these creature comforts, I was informed 
that I had taken my morning meal in the very room in which 
John Locke was born. The great Philosopher was buried in 
the adjoining Church. 

Barley Wood was but a short distance from Wrington, 
and we determined to walk it. At eight o’clock, we 
quitted the village, and when we had nearly reached Mrs. 
More’s house, my two sisters, who had been watching us 
from the lawn, came dashing down the lane to meet us, their 
curls streaming in the wind, and their cheeks glowing with 
exercise. They were in raptures with Mrs. More and in 
five minutes told me all that had occurred during the week. 
As we neared the gate, they would have dragged me tri- 
umphantly into the ‘ Presence’ — but my half-awe for learned 
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people came over me, and grasping my mother’s hand I en- 
tered the shrubbery door and walked up the lawn. 

We had scarcely reached the house, when an elderly lady 
approached and welcomed us. She was plainly dressed, and 
presented nothing extraordinary in her appearance. This 
was Mrs. Hannah More’s sister Martha— she invited us to 
follow her to the garden, where she said we should find 
Hannah. 

At the back of the cottage was a flower garden, arranged 
with exquisite taste, and surrounded with a privet hedge — 
which hedge, by the way, exhibited one of the absurd 
fashions of the time —a fashion, not even yet altogether ex- 
ploded in some of the retifed rural districts of England. I 
mean that of clipping the foliage into fantastic shapes of birds, 
vases, &c. With this exception, Mrs. More’s flower garden 
was faultless in arrangement. Near one of these deformed 
vegetative barriers, we encountered the object of our search. 

Hannah More did not perceive us as we approached, for 
her back was towards my mother and myself, as we walked 
up the garden pathway, and she was busily employed, too, 
in trimming one of the before-mentioned vegetable specimens 
of ornithology. She was dressed in a black silk gown, with 
a remarkably high waist according to the fashion of the day 
— so high, indeed, that it seemed to be just beneath her arm- 
pits; this gave an appearance of unusual length'to her figure, 
and afforded a striking contrast to the hour-glass contractions 
of the present time. Both fashions strike me as being 
equally ungraceful, and the latter absolutely dangerous, 
for a few days since, as a lady bowed to me on the Com- 
mon, I trembled lest she should snap off at her waist-band. 
Mrs. More’s shoulders were covered with a thick shawl, 
deeply edged with black lace, for she was an invalid, and 
her feet were protected by substantial shoes, worsted stock- 
ings and pattens. On her head she wore what was called 
a high mob cap, with ample bordering of lace, nicely plaited, 
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and tied in a monstrous bow under the chin. On her hands 
she had black cotton gloves, with long sleeves, the tips of the 
fingers having been cut off. As soon as she heard our voices, 
she turned round and held out her right hand (in her left was 
a pair of garden scissors) to welcome us. 

This celebrated woman was then past seventy years of age, 
and very feeble in health, but her face had a surprisingly 
vivacious expression. I have seen many portraits of her, but 
never one which conveyed an accurate idea of the original. 
Pickersgill’s, prefixed to the English edition of her works, is 
the best, but that is too flashy in detail for its somewhat staid 
and sober subject. Her features, were small, and furrowed 
with the lines of age, but her complexion was remarkably 
clear — almost pure red and white, owing no doubt to her 
long residence in the country. Her forehead was nearly 
concealed at the sides by an abundance of false hair, which 
was disposed in the shape of two huge bundles and bunches 
of long spiral curls —but in the centre, where these ap- 
pendages met, or rather from whence they diverged, there 
was visible an ample cerebric development. The nose had 
evidently, at one time, been short and thick, but it was now 
thin and slightly hooked. The mouth was but slightly re- 
tracted, and the lips wonderfully plump for so old a woman — 
her chin was doubled and dimpled. But the most striking 
part of her countenance was the expression of her eyes, which 
were coal black, deep set and very brilliant. None of their 
fire seemed quenched, and in earlier days they must have 
been very expressive; indeed, they were so when I saw her, 
despite the drawback of a faded set of features to match 
them. Altogether, she was in appearance very plain, very 
prim, and very precise. After the usual civilities and cour- 
tesies had been exchanged, we adjourned to the house, and 
were ushered into a neat little parlor, the windows of which 
commanded a fine view of the delightful vale of Wrington. 
Here a breakfast, consisting of tea, coffee, rashers of bacon 
and eggs, and rich clotted Somertshire cream, was laid, and 
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Hannah More, her sister Martha, my mother, sisters and my- 
self, together with a very plain, stiff looking body, a Miss 
Frowd, sat down toit. Mrs. More, in introducing my mother 
to Miss Frowd, said she was her ‘right hand.’ Elsewhere 
she describes her as ‘her domestic chaplain, secretary, house 
apothecary, knitter, and lamplighter; missionary to her num- 
erous and learned seminaries, and without controversy, the 
Queen of Clubs’—alluding to the charitable institutions, 
where she took the place which her aged friend could no 
longer occupy. 

For breakfast, Hannah More merely took a little milk and 
water, in which she placed some plain bread, and of this sim- 
ple fare she partook very sparingly. ‘T live almost entirely 
on physic,’ said she, to my mother, ‘and am the best. patient 
Dr. Lovell has.’ This, however, is no trial to me; for many 
years ago I had a violent illness, whilst visiting Mr. Thornton, 
in London, and on recovering from it, lost entirely both my 
smell and taste. Indeed,’ she continued, ‘I never knew a 
year to pass over my head, a considerable portion of which 
was not spent in bed, to which I have been confined by 
illness.’ 

The room in which we sat was decorated with a number 
of portraits, most of them dignitaries of the Church. I 
noticed that one of the frames contained no picture, and with 
very childish curiosity, asked the reason of it. 

‘Oh!’ said the old lady, ‘that frame contained the portrait 
of a player, my dear, anold friend of mine; but as I thought 
him hardly fit to hang in such good company as bishops, I 
have removed Davy Garrick to my study.’ 

Now I had often heard the saying, ‘As deep as Garrick, 
and I enquired whether her friend, Davy Garrick, was the 
personage alluded to? Mrs. More turned to my mother, and 
smilingly said, ‘ Of all the persons I ever knew, poor Davy 
was the last, whose name I should have thought would have 
been associated with the idea of design, Excepting in his 
art, he was simple, almost to silliness.’ 
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Talking of Garrick, reminds me of an anecdote: which I 
heard Mrs More relate on a subsequent occasion. Lest it 
should escape my memory, I will just mention it here, as I 
am not aware that it has ever been made public. 

It is well known that Mrs. Garrick was most devotedly 
attached to her ‘dear Davy,’ as she called him. When the 
great tragedian died, his wife would not allow a single article 
in his room to be removed from its place ; and, as soon as the 
coffin was borne from the house, the room in which he died 
was locked up, and for thirty years no one was permitted to 
enter it. At the end of that period, Mrs. More informed me; 
she happened to be visiting hergold friend Mrs. Garrick, 
whom she described as a ‘little bowed down old woman, who 
went about leaning on a long gold-headed cane, dressed in deep 
widow’s mourning, and always talking of her ‘dear Davy.’ 
Some circumstances occurred which rendered it necessary 
that she should quit her residence, and Mrs. More was present 
with her when the long closed room was opened. She said 
that when the door was thrown back on its hinges, and the 
window shutters unbarred, the room was actually darkened 
by millions of moths, which arose from the mouldered bed 
and the hangings of the room — every square inch of the bed 
furniture was eaten through and through, and, on the air 
being admitted, dropped to pieces. The solid articles of 
furniture alone remained uninjured — but the mouldy smell of 
every thing around was so unendurable, that the place had to 
be fumigated before it was habitable, even for a short time. 

Breakfast having been despatched, the domestics were 
summoned to family devotions, a custom rigidly observed by 
Mrs. More every morning and evening. There were eight 
servants —a large number, it may seem, for two or three 
maiden ladies to keep; but it must be remembered that 
almost from morning until night there was a continual influx 
of company at Barley Wood. Mrs. More conducted the 
service, which consisted of a portion of the Liturgy ; and after 
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this had been read, we all knelt down, and the venerable 
lady offered up a short extemporaneous prayer, in the course 
of which she, mentioned every individual present by their 
given names, aptly introducing, where it was practicable, 
texts of Scripture applicable to their condition or circum- 
stances. Her enunciation was slow, solemn, and very dis- 
tinct — and it was a fine impressive sight to see that pious 
woman, whose fame had literally gone out into the ends of 
the earth, bowing before the mercy seat and humbly soliciting 
for the meanest one in her household, those blessings which 
make rich and add no sorrow. 

Attached to the residence was a large room, in which it 
was her custom, every morning, to receive the recipients of 
her bounty, and where she occupied many: hours in the man- 
ufacture of articles for the use of the poor, and for charitable 
purposes; to this place we accompanied her, and there re- 
mained some time, witnessing her labors of love. Anda 
pleasant thing it was to witness the quiet way in which she 
did good — there was no ostentatious parade ; the poor came 
to her, as toa friend, for assistance or advice, and never went 
away unrelieved. The number of garments she gave away 
that morning was really surprising. To most of the articles 
was pinned a scrap of paper, on which a text of Scripture 
was written in her own hand-writing — sometimes a tract 
was added, and in no case, where it was really needed, did 
any one leave the room without an order on the housekeeper 
for a supply of food. 

During the time my mother was: closeted with Hannah 
More, I rambled, with my sisters, about the house and garden ; 
and I well remember our being attracted to the front gate, 
by the arrival of a carriage, from which two gentlemen and 
a lady alighted, and inquired for the lady of the mansion. 
One of the strangers was a personage far advanced in years, 
and of a very venerable appearance. He was evidently in 
ill-health, and coughed dreadfully. As he walked up the 
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broad gravel path, he dropped his stick, and I ran to pick it 
up for him. When I had done so, he took me by the hand, 
patted me on my head, and asked me my name. The lady, 
who was with him, called my little sisters to her, and they 
soon got friendly, as they rested on a rustic seat. She was, 
also, in years, and dressed quite in the old style. Ihavea 
distinct remembrance of her light flaxen hair, which she wore 
in large curls 


and of her faint, but pleasant smile, as she 
took liquorice from her pockets, and gave us children some, 
which quite won our hearts. The third stranger was a 
middle-aged gentleman, of harsh and rugged features. His 
hair was dark, and his eyes of a light grey color. When he 
spoke, it was with a broad Scotch accent, and a harsh, disa- 
greeable sounding voice, quite different to the winning tones 
of the old gentleman and lady Ihave just described. I did 
not know who either of them were, and soon left them, to 
proceed with my play. 

It was really astonishing what a number of visits Mrs. 
More had that day; and I afterwards was informed, that 
every day, in this respect, was alike. How she managed, 
with all this visiting, to get through her extensive corres- 
pondence, and her charitable engagements, I cannot imagine. 
She herself says, in 1825, ‘I think I neverswas more hurried, 
more engaged, or more loaded with cares, than at present. 
I do not mean afflictions, but a total want of that article for 
which I built my house, and planted my grove. I mean 
retirement ;—it is a thing I know only by name. TI think 
Miss Frowd says I saw eighty persons last week; and it is 
commonly the same every week. I know not how to help it. 
If my guests are old, I see them out of respect; if young, | 
hope I may do them a little good; if they come from a dis- 
tance, I feel as if I ought to see them on that account; if 
near home, my neighbors would be jealous of my seeing 
strangers and excluding them. My levee is, however, from 
twelve to three o’clock —so that I get my mornings and eye- 
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nings to myself — except, now and then, an old friend steals 
in quietly for a night or two” At this time, too, Hannah 
More had been confined seven years and two months to her 
apartments, which consisted of two rooms —to which it was 
no want of strength, however, which confined her, but the 
fear of an exposure to cold, which often threatened to be 
fatal to her. 

The dinner hour, at Barley Wood, was four o’clock; and 
as a special favor, we children were allowed to dine in the 
same room with the great people—a little table being set 
for us in one corner. I must mention, however, that, prior 
to dinner, whilst taking a turn with my mother and sisters in 
the garden, the former asked me if I knew who the old gen- 
tleman was,-who had patted me on the head in the garden? 
I replied in the negative, of course. | 

‘Do n’t you remember the “ Evenings at Home?”’ ‘Yes, 
that we do,’ exclaimed all three of us. ‘ Well, my dears, 
that old gentleman, and the lady who was with him, wrote 
them.’ 

‘What! was that old gentleman Dr. Aiken, and the kind 
lady, who gave us the barley sugar, Mrs. Barbauld, mamma 2” 

‘The same, was the reply; and O, how proud I felt to 
have been noticed by such learned folk. 

‘And pray, who was the other gentleman who was with 
them ?’ 

‘That, said my mother, ‘is a Scotch minister, and his 
name is Chalmers.’ It was even so— but the since celebrat- 
ed divine did not interest us halfas much as the children’s 
book-makers. I believe, when we returned home, that we 
did little else, for a week, but read ‘Evenings at Home’ and 
Barbauld’s poems, and tell*every one that we had seen the 
writers. 

I was, of course, too young to appreciate the conversation 
at and after dinner; but I greedily drank it in, and I well 
remember that anecdotes of Dr. Johnson, Mrs. Thrale, Miss 
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Burney, Garrick, and many others, were related. I wish 
now that I had been old enough to have remembered them. 
But, as it is, a very slight recollection of them remains. 

All through the day, Hannah More was exceedingly kind 
to us, and, after dinner, we were allowed to sit at the dessert 
—when, for the edification of the company, my sisters and 
myself recited a portion of one of Mrs. More’s sacred dramas, 
with which performance, I believe, both ourselves and the 
audience were very. well satisfied —at least, I know I was. 
Then we were asked sundry questions, and our kind hostess, 
having ascertained that I had a liking for poetry, gave me, 
with a kiss, a copy of Campbell’s ‘ Gertrude of Wyoming ’— 
it was of quarto size, and a presentation copy from the author. 
The kiss soon evaporated, but the book I retain— with my 
name written in it by her own hand —to this day, and it %s 
needless to say Lhighly value it. 

Such was my first interview with the author of ‘Ccelebs in 
Search of a Wife.’ In the year 1828, she removed from 
Barley Wood to Clifton, where, at her residence on Windsor 
Terrace, I frequently saw her; and, as my parents resided 
near, she would often send for me to read to her the newspa- 
pers of the day. Many is the anecdote she has told me of 
her early days, and graphically would she describe the bril- 
liant society in which she moved, whilst a young woman, in 
London. Of Dr. Johnson she was in the habit of speaking 
in very enthusiastic terms; and frequently said that there 
never was, and never would be, his equal for solid acquire- 
ments. Sir Joshua Reynolds, she said, was a pompous and 
somewhat disagreeable companion, in consequence of his 
excessive hauteur — but I might fill columns with her collo- 
quial personal criticisms, which were exceedingly delightful 
to listen to, but might prove tedious on paper. 

In talking with Hannah More, one seemed to be living in 
the brilliant times of Chapone, Montague, Walpole, Prior’s 
‘noble, lovely little Peggy,’ (the Duchess of Portland,) and 
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others of the blue-stocking coteries of the last céitury. She 
was very anecdotal, and told a story or an anecdote with 
much point — and her having been a member and a star of ~ 
the celebrated circles, of which Madame D’Arblay’s Diary | 
gives us such delightful and sprightly glimpses, added greatly, 
of course, to the interest of her narrations. She was nearly, 
if not quite, the only survivor of those reiinions, and when 
Hannah More passed away, the last link which connected 
those times with our own was broken. 

The last time I saw Hannah More was in the autumn of 
the year 1833, when she was lying on her death-bed.. My 
mother went to bid her old friend farewell, and I accompa- 
nied her. But the venerable woman was then a mere wreck. 
Her frame had long been enfeebled, and now the fine gold of 
her mind had become dim. She knew no one, and took so 
little nutriment, that it was wonderful how she survived so 
long. She was greatly altered from what she was when I 
first saw her — indeed, I should not have known her. I took 
a last glance, and quitted the chamber. Three days after- 
wards she died ; and, in a week from that date, I saw all that 
was mortal of Hannah More laid in a vault in Wrington 
Church, near the spot where John Locke was buried. 
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Some three years since, whilst staying in Liverpool, I was 
pressed into the service of a lady, who was about to visit 
Waterford, as her esquire and body-guard; an office I the 
more willingly undertook, as I had, on a former occasion, 
spent some happy days in the Green Island, Accordingly, 
one fine evening, I found myself, with my fair companion, on 
the deck of the Royal William, Mail Steamer, which, loosed 
from her moorings in the Mersey, shot past Bell Rock, the 
Leasowes, and the high headlands of North Wales, and 
plunged gallantly and fearlessly into the Irish Channel. 

We had a mixed company on board, and amongst them 
some Irish members of the House of Commons, who were 
returning home—the session of Parliament having just 
come toaclose. Of these, the most noticeable were Daniel 
O’Connell, two of his sons, Maurice and John, and Richard 
Lalor Sheil. Besides the great Agitator, there was on board 
our vessel one who stirred the hissing ingredients of the 
political cauldron with a rather smaller, but scarcely less 
mischievous spoon. I mean Feargus O’Connor, now the 
well-known Chartist leader, and editor of the ‘ Northern 
Star.’ 

The personal appearance of the arch-Agitator of Ireland 
has been so often sketched by other pens than mine, and his 
features have been so frequently transferred, by the aid of 
the graver, to paper, that any account by me of his outward 
man, would almost seem a work of supererogation; neverthe- 
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less, I will just try my hand on him, as he stood, leaning 
against the quarter-deck rail, that evening. 

Fancy, reader, a man whose age must far exceed that 
which has been called man’s prime; a figure whose square- 
ness and burliness takes off from its real height, and which 
indicates uncommon strength and stamina in its possessor; a 
chest broad and well formed; a short, bull neck, and a big, 
broad face ; two smallish, dark, twinkling black eyes; a nose 
of the snub formation ; a well-shaped mouth, and largish ears. 
Surmounting this really Hibernian countenance, with a 
brownish. black wig, carelessly put on, and for clothing to the 
owner of this face and figure, observe an olive-green frock 
coat, with brass buttons, having a shamrock in relief upon 
them, a black silk waistcoat, black, strapless pantaloons, very. 
much wrinkled about the legs, and boots almost visible to 
their tops, and you have as good a notion as I can give you 
of Daniel O’Connell. 

I forgot to mention that he wore an enormously brimmed 
old hat, and an ample blue cloak lay on a seat near him. 
Around him was a knot of idlers, with whom he conversed 
very familiarly, and from the hearty peals of laughter which 
now and then burst from one and another of the party, I 
should judge that the subjects under discussion were any. 
thing but grave in their nature. 

Sheil was a very different looking personage, altogether. 
He is, like Zaccheus, ‘little of stature,’ being far below the 
average height, his figure is slight, and his head enormously 
disproportioned to his frame. Whilst O’Connell’s broad face 
was radiant with good humor, Sheil’s physiognomy looked 
sour and full of sarcasm. His eye was grey, piercing 
and restless, and as the somewhat insignificant form of 
the author of ‘Tur Aprostarr’ traversed the deck with 
short and hasty strides, his appearance was any thing but 
that which many might have supposed the brilliant speaker 
in St. Stephen’s Chapel to present. Unlike O’Connell, too, 
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in another respect, he repelled rather than attracted the 
advances of his fellow passengers. Whilst looking at him, I 
could not help fancying him to be short, Savage, and snappish: 

Hail fellow well met, as the phrase goes, with a party of 
Irish reapers, who were returning to their various homes, 
after having hardly earned a little pittance by working in 
the great English agricultural districts, around him — his tall 
form towering above the tallest of them — his foxy red hair 
glowing in the slant beams of the declining sun — his large 
grey eyes flashing as he spoke, and his fine set of teeth dis- 
played by the parting of a pair of thick, coarse lips — stood 
Feargus O’Connor — the would-be rival of the great Daniel, 
and one of the acknowledged Chiefs of the Chartists. He 
looked big enough to have put little Sheil in his coat pocket. 
Feargus, taken altogether, was one of the most awkwardly 
built men I ever saw, and there was an air of vulgarity upon 
him, which at times became absolutely offensive. I noticed 
that neither O’Connell nor Sheil took the slightest notice of 
him — the big Beggarman himself has his notion of Aris- 
tocracy ! 

I retired to my berth early, in order to be up betimes, to 
see the Irish coast, as we approached it, and soon after the 
dawn I mounted to the damp, sloppy deck. None of the pas- 
sengers had, as yet, made their appearance; so I amused 
myself by conversing with some of the poor Irish passengers, 
who lay huddled in heaps on the bare boards around, I had 
not been long engaged in this manner when a figure, muffled 
up in an ample cloak, made his appearance, and came towards 
the place where I was standing. It was O’Connell. He 
very familiarly exchanged the morning salutation with me, 
and we walked up and down the deck together, talking on 
common-place subjects for some time. As we neared Kings- 
town he pointed out various objects of interest — telling 
little legends of the Hill of Howth, and of the Bay, in the 
pleasantest manner possible. Occasionally he would walk 
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up to a group of laborers and inquire as.to their cireum- 
stances, and utter good wishes, which were cordially responded 
to by a ‘God. bless yer honor, or an exclamation of ‘It’s 
the rale gentleman he is, any how.’ Indeed, I have seldom 
met with a pleasanter half an hour’s acquaintance, and 


averse as I was to the policy of the Parliamentarian, I really 


could not help feeling some liking for the man. 

We landed at Kingstown about five in the morning, and 
after a desperate rush through crowds of beggars, who 
thronged the pier, I managed to deposit myself and compan- 
ion safely in a car of the railway, which conveys passengers 
from the landing-place to Dublin. In about an hour after- 
wards, after having been nearly shaken to death, for the rails 
were laid on blocks of stone, and not very evenly laid either, 
we reached the metropolis of Ireland, and having engaged 
an ‘outsider, by which I mean a car which resembles two 
sofas placed back to back, the passengers sitting with their 
legs hanging over the sides of the vehicle, we proceeded, at 
the imminent peril of having our knees smashed by lamp 
posts at the corners of streets, and of being flung flat on our 
faces, into the road, at every jerk, (for there were no springs 
to our carriage) to Radley’s Hotel, in Dame street. 

Before leaving Liverpool, from some, to me now unaccount- 
able, whim or other, I had purchased a monkey, and as my 
lady companion and myself sat on the ‘ outsider, at the 
hotel door, which was not yet opened, I was fully engaged in 
holding her fast, lest she should fal off, and the monkey fast 
too, lest he should get off. Whilst thus engaged, a broad- 
faced Irish woman drew up in front of me, gave a deliberate 
stare, and then taking the ‘dudheen’ from her mouth, puffed 
out a cloud of smoke, and pointing with her forefinger to my 
friend, myself and the monkey, exclaimed, with a knowing 
wink, ‘Och! by the powers, there’s three of ye.’ That 
monkey was the occasion of an immensity of fun during our 
tour, and the above I give merely as a sample. 
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Tt is not my present object to describe the incidents, and 
droll enough some of them were, of my day in Dublin. . I 
will only mention, that in strolling round St. Patrick’s Cathe- 
dral, I saw the monument to the memory of Dean Swift. It 
is a mural tablet, with a simple inscription. Hundreds of 
visitors to it have defaced it, by the silly custom of writing 
with pencil, (some had gone so far as to use a penknife,) their 
names on it. I had no ambition that way, and so thinking of 
Stella and Vanessa, I turned away in silence from the resting 
place of him who ‘expired a driveller and a show,’ and in- 
dulged my antiquarian curiosity by gazing on the tattered 
banners of the Knights of St. Patrick, in the Chapel which 
bears their name. 

It was about the time that Father Mathew was carrying 
on in Ireland his great crusade against intemperance, and I 
was not without the hope, that in the course of my wander- 
ings, I might have an opportunity of seeing him. Before 
now, many of my American friends would have been grati- 
fied in this respect, but for two causes— the Philadelphia 
riots, and an unpleasant little reality, in the shape of a 
sheriff’s officer, who, one fine morning, whilst the reverend 
gentleman was busily engaged in Dublin, in administering 
pledges, came up to him disguised as a penitent, and asked 
for a blessing, after receiving which, he repaid Father 
Mathew’s pious benediction, by politely handing him an ob- 
long bit of parchment, which contained a pressing invitation 
for the good priest to one of Her Majesty’s debtors’ prisons 
—an invitation which could not be declined. Until, then, 
he exhibits himself here in propria persona, the thousands 
on this side of the Atlantic, who are anxious to behold the 
great Apostle of Temperance, must be content with necessa- 
rily vague descriptions of him. 

On an occasion prior to the one to which I am now refer- 
ring, I had passed through a portion of Ireland, and I could 
not now fail to observe the evident and immense improve- 


116 PORTRAITS IN PADDY-LAND. 


ment which had taken place in the condition of the laboring 
classes. Then beggary, wretchedness, and crime, were fright- 
fully apparent on every side. You could not enter a house 
without inhaling the perfumes of whiskey, and drunkenness 
and debasement stalked hand in hand, and met one at every 
turn. Now, however, there was a mighty and evident 
change. It appeared as if an angel had passed over the 
land, with healing on his wings —and a heavenly visitant 
had indeed honored the country of St. Patrick by a flying 
visit; for I think we may fairly assume Temperance to be 
one of the white-robed throng, a deputation from whom once 
hovered over the plains of Bethlehem, and proclaimed peace 
on earth and good will towards men. But let me proceed to 
describe Father Mathew, one of whose great meetings I had 
the pleasure of attending, and to which the reader’s company 
is respectfully requested. 

It isa dark, dull, damp, drizzling day —and let me tell 
you, reader, that such an alliterative string of epithets, when 
applied as an illustration to a period of twenty-four hours in 
Ireland, is any thing but a joke. On such a moist occasion, 
with the lady companion I have before referred to, I mounted 
the outside of one of Her Majesty’s mails —[the inside was 
filled by a party of gentlemen, who were playing cards on 
the crowns of their hats, and drinking whiskey from pint 
bottles ] — and was soon proceeding at no very rapid pace, for 
travelling in Ireland is none of the fastest, from Dublin 
towards the South. On the box, in front, is a stout gentle- 
man, who is continually going to sleep, and being awaked by 
the coachman, as his body describes a very dangerous angle 
over the side of the coach; the whites of his eyes are very 
red, and their lids are edged round with something like nar- 
row red tape. Whenever the coach stops, the keepers of 
little shebeen houses rush out, as if by instinct, with a bottle 
in one hand, and a small glass, called a ‘nip,’ in the other — 
and the tipsy gentleman takes a ‘nip ’ of whiskey continually. 
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Nor are the other passengers behind hand in their attentions 
to the ‘crathur, and even the coachman and guard incline 
somewhat to the amiable weakness. Onward we go, along 
straight and dreary-looking roads— rain pouring down re- 
morselessly from above, and mud dashed up by the wheels in 
an inverted shower from below —now skirting a wild ex- 
panse of melancholy-looking bog, which stretches miles and 
miles away, until it is lost in the misty distance, and anon 
plunging into some rocky gorge —the home of White-boys 
and illicit distillers — an ivied structure, like a monstrous 
chimney, occasionally with a conical summit, is seen rising in 
an unbroken column from the ground, and as the coach goes 


by one of these mysterious-looking Round Towers, we won- 
der what they were built for, and who inhabited them, and 
why they are all so much alike. Then we are recalled from 
the past to the present, by cabins built of mud on the road- 
side — cabins so small that they resemble large bee-hives, 
and it seems perfectly wonderful how they can possibly con- 
tain so many living creatures — people and pigs—as crawl 
out of them to peer up at us as we go by. 

All this time, the rain is coming down, as it only can fall 
in Ireland; but at length there is a faint prospect of its clear- 
ing off, and lo! suddenly a patch of sunlight brightens a por- 
tion of yonder dark hill side. Brighter and more distinct 
grow distant objects, and a few miles ahead of us rise the 
stately marble battlements and turrets of Ormond Castle, 
whilst a sparkling river winds along at its base. Gradually 
the mists clear away — a rainbow flings its radiant-arch over 
‘temple, tower and town,’ and the town each moment becomes 
more distinct. An extra whipping of the jaded steeds, an 
extra flourish of the guard’s bugle, a sudden exchange of the 
heavy, slashy road for the rough, rattling causeway, and we 
are in far-famed Kinkenny! 

As we drove to the inn door, it was evident that something 
unusal was going on. There were flags flaunting in every 
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street, and crowds of excited-looking people running to and 
fro. Hundreds and thousands of decent-looking men were 
parading the thoroughfares, with medals suspended by green 
ribbons from their necks, and there were multitudes, too, of 
the most abject-looking creatures I have ever seen, before or 
since, thronging into the town from every quarter. Many of 
these poor wretches were intoxicated, having spent their last 
farthing in whiskey, as a farewell to it before they took the 
pledge. Some one who asked what the English beggars did 
with their cast-off clothes, was informed that they were 
bought by the Irish mendicants, and one might almost believe 
such to be the case, whilst gazing on the miserably clad crea- 
tures I saw that day. 

We soon learned that the occasion of all the bustle and 
excitement was an expected visit from Father Matthew; and 
so we determined to leave the stage at Kilkenny, for the pur- 
pose of seeing him of whom we had heard so much. Previ- 
ously to his arrival, we took a stroll through the streets. 
Pictures of the Apostle of Temperance were being sold, by 
hundreds, in the shops and public ways, and it is impossible 
to describe the enthusiasm which was manifested, in order to 
procure them. I saw one woman kneeling with her eyes 
intently fixed: on the portrait, devoutly praying and crossing 
herself, in the most persevering manner. Itinerant chaunters 
were bawling out Temperance Songs, and many a pretty girl 
was engaged in buying pieces of ribbon, for the temperance 
medal of her brother or lover. Amongst the vast crowd, 
although there was some intoxication, there was no disorder ; 
and a happier, though not a raggeder looking set of people, I 
never witnessed. 

In a plain, not far from the town, a stage had been erected 
for Father Matthew—and when the reverend gentleman 
arrived, in the course of the afternoon, I proceeded to the 
place of assemblage, where there could not have been less than 
fifty thousand people, at the least. On the platform, which 
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was slightly elevated, were a number of gentlemen, and con- 
spicuous among them, one whom, from the portraits of him 
which I had seen, I instantly recognised as Father Matthew 
himself. He was a man of about the medium height, of a 
strongly-built frame, which seemed calculated to endure great 
physical exertion. Although somewhat stout, he was by no 
means corpulent; his muscles were all composed of working 
stuff— there was no superfluous fat to fill up the interstices 
between them. His complexion was of a ruddy hue, and 
indicated vigorous health. Over a well-shaped, but by no 
means high forehead, he wore, in very unassuming style, dark 
hair, streaked here and there, and especially on the temples, 
with the flowers of mortality —his nose was of a Roman 
formation, and his mouth and chin were well shaped, and not 
unlike those of Napoleon. 

But the main charm of his expressive countenance lay in 
his soft and benevolent blue eyes. He was dressed in a long 
black coat of clerical cut, the skirts of which reached below 
his knees — iron grey, or pepper and salt colored breeches, 
and long Hessian boots, with tassels ; around his neck, which 
was collarless, was a white crayat. 

On his coming to the front of the platform, a tremendous 
cheer burst from the vast multitude. He stretched forth his 
right hand, and in an instant they were silent, and every indi- 
vidual knelt while he offered up a short prayer, and invoked 
the blessing of Heaven on the work in which they were 
engaged. A brief address then followed, of a persuasive 
character, which was delivered in a distinct, well modulated 
voice, and which was frequently interrupted by exclamations, 
such as ‘Arrah! God bless us— Amen!’ or, ‘Be my soul, 
that ’s God’s truth, any how!’ and by mental ejaculations, 
which every moment burst from the devotees around. 

In front of the platform was a little Space divided off, with 
two places for entrance and exit, opposite each other. This 
enclosure contained about a hundred persons at a time, and 
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immediately after the address, it was filled with candidates for 
the pledge. Father Mathew stood in a position which ena- 
bled him to touch every person who presented him or herself, 
and then, in a distinct voice, he uttered the following words, 
which were repeated after him by the people within the 
enclosed area: ‘I promise, with the Divine assistance, as 
long as I continue a member of the Tee-total Temperance 
Society, to abstain from all intoxicating drinks, except for 
medicinal or sacramental purposes, and to prevent, as much as 
possible, by advice and example, drunkenness in others.’ 

Mr. Mathew then stretched out his hand, smiled benig- 
nantly, and repeated the following prayer in the most impres- 
sive manner: ‘May God bless you, and grant you strength 
and grace to keep your promises. As every one who had 
taken the pledge passed in turn before him, he made the sion 
of the cross on them, and presented each with a Temperance 
medal. To those whose appearance was indicative of unusual 
wretchedness, he also gave a shilling; and from the number 
of visits his hand made to one of his coat pockets, the sum he 
disposed of, that afternoon, must have been considerable. 

For upwards of four hours I witnessed Mr. Mathew con- 
tinue, with unabated zeal, his work of love; and when the 
mists began to gather around the dark mountains, thousands 
were still pressing onward towards the platform. As soon as 
it grew dark torches were lighted, and the effect of their red 
glare on the dusky and wild countenances of the groups 
around, was very fine. Never in the course of my life had I 
witnessed such enthusiasm. He seemed to be regarded by 
the multitude as a saint rather than a man— but his own 
humble deportment evinced that he considered himself only a 
humble instrument in God's hand, for effecting a great moral 
revolution among his fellow countrymen — many of whom 
hold him in ‘such reverence, that I verily believe they would 
lay down their lives to do him a service. 

Tt was a pleasant thing ‘to walk that evening through the 
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streets of Kilkenny. All was peace, harmony, and rejoicing, 
and scarcely an individual, male or female, was to be seen, 
who did not wear a temperance medal. Many of the whiskey 
shops were closed, and all of them deserted — whereas, as J 
was informed, but four weeks before, in that very city, 
drunken faction-fight had occurred, in which several lives 
were sacrificed. : 

The next morning Father Mathew resumed his labors; 
and, as I left the town, hundreds were still pouring into it. 1 
afterwards saw Mr. Mathew administer the pledge in London, 
but the scene, though impressive, was by no means so pictur- 
esque as the one I witnessed in Ireland. But I must draw 
to a close, and I do so by simply remarking, that of the four 
individuals whom I have just introduced to the reader, I 
should, had I the choice offered me, infinitely prefer the 
reward and the reputation of the one last referred to. The 
reward consequent on having done a good and great work, 
and a reputation little inferior to that of any Saint in the 
Roman Catholic calendar. 
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THE TWO MONTGOMERY’S—JAMES AND ROBERT. 


Most of my readers are probably aware that.we haye in 


“England two poets bearing the name of MontGomeEry ; but 


IT have been somewhat surprised to find, that in this. country 


‘their productions have not been sufficiently distinguished from 


each other; James often bearing the load of Robert’s dulness, 
and Robert, in too many instances, receiving the credit due 
to his namesake. This should not be, for the one. is.a true 


*Poet, and the other little better than a pretender to that high 


and honored designation. 

About the year eighteen hundred and twenty-five, I was on 
a visit in the city of Bath, and it was there I first saw Robert 
Montgomery. He was then a reporter on one of the Bath 
newspapers, and pretty well known, too, as a writer of certain 
verses that occasionally made their appearance in the weekly 
journals. He was very dandyish in appearance, and rather 
good looking, but he possessed as large a share of personal 
vanity as could well fall to the share of any one person. At 
that time he had not prefixed the syllable ‘Mont’ to his 
name, which in reality is GomERy, he being the son of a 
noted actor of that name, who for many years performed the 
part of clown on the boards of the Bath and Bristol Theatres, 
to which establishments his maternal relative had the honor 
of being washerwoman in ordinary. I do not mention this 
from any feeling of disrespect towards these worthy individ- 
uals, who might have been very reputable in their stations, 
for aucht I know—nor for the purpose of ridiculing their 
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son. He, however, it seems, was somewhat. ashamed of his 
origin ; for, as soon as he could manage to do so, he discarded 
the family name, or so altered it that it sounded. a little more 
magniloquent, and looked more imposing on paper. 

Robert soon left the newspapers, and edited a periodical 
called the Bath Star, by which means he procured sufficient 
money to enable him to improve his defective education. 
He now began to attract some notice; and, as Bath was then 
filled with a number of pious elderly ladies, he, to suit their 
tastes, tried his hand at Religious poetry. This led to his 
writing the ‘OMNIPRESENCE OF THE Deity,’ and his change 
of name. 

Now the alteration of this three-syllabled parental appel- 
lation was a dexterous move in Mr. Gomery’s game of literary 
life — and, in the opinion of many persons, a very contempti- 
ble one, too. For a long series of years, James Montgomery, 
of Sheffield, the author of the ‘ World before the Flood, and 
many other sacred poems of high merit, had been before the 
public, and was universally known by his well-earned title of 
the ‘Christian Poet.’ Any new production of his pen was 
anxiously perused, and any volume of his was certain of 
success. So when ‘The Omnipresence of the Deity, by 
Montgomery, was announced, every one believed that James 
had produced another of his sacred poems; and the conse- 
quence was, that Maunder, the publisher, had several editions 
ordered long before the volume actually made its appearance. 
No other Montgomery than James was known, and the 
trick — for it could be considered as nothing else — succeeded 
to admiration. Edition after edition of the sham Montgom- 
ery’s production was rapidly exhausted—and when the 
Christian name of, Robert was at length talked about, the 
young man’s popularity, evidenced by the great sale of his 
book, was trumpeted about in all the old lady coteries of the 
land. Of course a great many persons were disgusted; but 
what of that ? —a fit had been made, and a little fortune, too. 
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Pollok’s ‘Course of Time,’ which was published about the 
same period as Montgomery’s ‘Omnipresence,’ was, although 
a really fine production, almost lost in the blaze of popularity 
which lighted on the rival poem; but Wilson, in a slashing 
critique in Blackwood’s Magazine, stripped the borrowed 
plumes from the jack-daw of literature, and bestowed on 
Pollok the rightful reward of genius. 

Montgomery next produced, I believe, ‘Satan, and as a 
frontispiece to the poem, prefixed a most disgustingly affected 
portrait of himself.. The: poem was a wretched production, 
full of turgidity and bombast, and earned for its author the 
title of ‘Satan Montgomery,’ by which he is now generally 
known, and which effectually distinguishes him from James. 
Having exhausted his diabolic inventions, he became exces- 
sively devoted to the fair sex, and produced his ‘Woman the 
Angel of Life’ —a pitiful affair, which neither increased his 
reputation nor his resources. Our poetaster now went to 
Oxford, and his prolific muse was soon delivered of ‘ Oxford, 
a Poem, which fell almost still-born from the press, as it 
deserved to do. He now graduated as Master of Arts, was 
ordained, and got promoted to a living in Glasgow, by one of 
his patronesses, and three years ago produced his last poem, 
‘Luther,’ which every one in England laughed at. 

A few years since, I had occasion to visit Glasgow, in 
which city I spent a Sunday. At that time there were two 
particularly attractive pulpit Lions officiating there — Doctor 
Chalmers, and our friend, the Rev. Robert Montgomery, 
A.M. It is almost an insult to the former, to mention him 
in the same breath with the latter — but it is a fact, that, at 
the time of my visit, these two clergymen were each equally 
attractive, and their respective places of worship were, when- 
ever either officiated, crammed to overflowing. 

In the morning, I went to the old Tron Church — the con- 
gregation was large, and apparently composed of the most 
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grave and intellectual portion of the community. As the 
vast assemblage sang Logan’s hymn: 


‘Oh! God of Bethel, by whose hand 
Thy children still are fed; 
And through this weary pilgrimage 
Hast all our fathers led’ 


Dr. Chalmers ascended the pulpit stairs. I could not well 
judge of his height or figure, because of the gown which he 
wore—but his countenance was Daguerreotyped on my 
memory, and when I saw, a month or two since, in New 
York, Henry Inman’s fine portrait of him, the man himself 
seemed as though he had voyaged across the Atlantic, and 
was standing before me. 

His head was thinly covered with short, thin, and slightly 
curling grey hair; the forehead was extremely well shaped, 
exhibiting more breadth than height; his eyes were large, 
and of a greyish blue color; the nose short and thick,.and 
the mouth hard in outline, and with rather a ‘downward drag 
austere’ at the angles. The brow was ploughed with many 
furrows, the inner angles of the eyebrows terminating in deep 
perpendicular grooves. The cheek bones were very high 
and prominent ; taking the face altogether, it had a somewhat 
heavy appearance. But soon after he had named his text, 
and had fairly warmed up to his subject, the dull grey eyes 
flashed, the bushy eyebrows rose and fell, the mouth assumed 
a hundred different shapes, and as his teeth glistened between 
his parted lips, he seemed to labor with the strength of a 
giant, to unravel the mysteries of his theme. He appeared, 
in argument, to take his subject and tear it asunder piece- 
meal. At times, his vehemence was such, that to my South- 
ern-ears, his broad, very broad, harsh Scotch dialect rendered 
many of his remarks quite unintelligible. How grand was 
that discourse! No one could have looked on and heard 
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Chalmers, without feeling that he was in the presence of one 
of the giants of mind. 

In the evening, I proceeded to St. Jude’s Church. The 
services had not commenced when I entered the building, but 
it was so crowded, that I had the greatest difficulty in pro- 
curing a seat in the gallery. The audience was what might 
be called fashionable, and consisted for the greater part of 
young persons and ladies. ‘There was little of that solemnity 
apparent, which so struck me in the morning at the Tron 
Church; but in its place was a good deal of tittering and talk- 
ing. At length the organ pealed out its solemn notes, and a 
clergyman entered the reading desk. 

He was a young man, of about thirty-five years of age, 
rather tall, and slightly made; in his hand he flourished a 
white, lace bordered handkerchief, his fingers being so dispos- 
ed, when he bowed his head in private devotion, as to exhibit 
a glittering ring on his little finger. He was what one would 
call a “pretty-looking parson;’ his hair, of a black color, 
was carefully parted in the centre of his forehead, and 
combed aside, terminating in very luxuriant, glossy curls, 
which I thought were not quite natural ; his whiskers were 
trimmed with the utmost nicety, and his eyebrows seemed 
not altogether innocent of pencilling ; he had very good dark 
eyes, and as he affectedly glanced over the congregation, a 
faint smile of self-satisfaction played upon his well-formed 
mouth. His gown was most carefully disposed, not a fold 
was out of order, and the bands were of snowy whiteness, 
and most precise pattern. T never saw such a pulpit dandy 
‘before, and could not help contrasting his prim appearance 
with that of the somewhat carelessly-attired Chalmers, who 
evidently paid more attention to his sermons than to his 
looking-glass. 

Montgomery’s discourse was a tissue of conceits, wrapped 
up in labored sentences. There was no argument, or if he 
did attempt any thing in that way, he only created tinselled 
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giants for the purpose of displaying his own dexterity in 
knocking them down. His sermon ‘was a fine specimen, on 
the whole, of rhetoric, which the learned call rigmarole,’ and 
it was concluded, without its having left any abiding impres- 
sion on the mind, without having called up any new train of 
thought, or thrown light on any topic, by an affected turning 
up of the orator’s eyes, and a graceful flourish of his cambric 
handkerchief. 

I heard many comments, or rather remarks, on the dis- 
course, as I slowly made my way amongst the crowd towards 
the door. Ladies lisped out their admiration of the ‘sweet 
sermon,’ and fragrant young gentlemen chimed in with their 
praises of the ‘splendid preacher.” For my own part, I was 
heartily sick of sermon and sermonizer, of poetaster and 
parson. 

I saw, sometime since, in an English newspaper, that Rob- 
ert Montgomery had declined the invitation of a Church in 
these United States, to become their pastor. Whether he 
ever was really invited, or’ whether it was one of Bob’s puffs, 
T have no means of ascertaining; but I am well assured that 
he never would have been popular in America. Indeed, 
in England, he long since reached his zenith, and is now 
fast going down to obscurity, as a writer, for his latest pro- 
duction, ‘ Reflective Discourses, has sealed his doom as an 
author. 

So much for the spurious Montgomery, who has recently 
married a wife with a large fortune, removed from Glasgow 
to Percy Chapel, a fashionable place of worship in London, 
and is in the high way to a seat on the Bishops’ bench. 

And now, with all respect for the excellent Bard of Shef- 
field, for the real ‘Simon Pure.’ 

The first time I ever saw James Montgomery, was on the 
occasion of his presiding at a public Anniversary meeting of 
the Wesleyan Missionary Society. As he proceeded down 
the aisle of the Church, towards the platform, I had no diffi- 
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culty whatever in distinguishing the ‘ Christian Poet,’ as he 
is termed, from the crowd of gentlemen by whom he was 
surrounded, owing to the resemblance he bore to the many 
portraits of him which I have seen. Amidst much cheering, 
he took his place in the seat of honor, and I had then a good 
opportunity of observing him. 

And I looked at him with no little interest, for his sweet 
and touching poetry had been familiar to me from childhood. 
He appeared of the middle height, or a, trifle under it, and 
his dress was plain black; indeed, he would have been taken 
by most persons for a clergyman. Over a high and well- 
formed forehead, were combed some thin locks of hair, the 
color of which must have, at one time, approached to a sandy 
hue, but which now was of a yellowish grey color; the upper 
portion of the forehead was nearly bald ; his eyes were deep 
set, of a light color, and not particularly expressive or lus- 
trous; the nose was long, and slightly acquiline, and his 
mouth small, and by no means well formed. A large white 
cravat enveloped his neck, and almost buried his chin in its 
ample folds. The prevailing expression of his features was 
of a very pensive character — almost, indeed, of sadness ; 
and in this respect he presented a very marked contrast to 
the pert and perking appearance of his namesake, Robert. 

Mr. Montgomery opened the meeting with a few rather 
common-place observations. His voice was thin, weak, and 
very tremulous, and his action by no means graceful. It 
might be that I had wound up my expectations to too high a 
pitch, or that the subject on which he spoke was not calculat- 
ed to display his peculiar powers—but the truth is, I was 
much disappointed. The speech was any thing but what I 
expected from the author of the ‘ Pelican Island.’ 

On the evening of the day on which the meeting to which 
I have referred was held, I had the pleasure of meeting Mr. 
Montgomery at the house of a mutual friend. In the social 
circle he was delightful. There was nothing of the ‘Iam a 
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Poet’ about him; but he entered freely and familiarly into 
conversation, and expressed his opinions on the literature of 
the day with as mueh diffidence as if he had himself only wor- 
shipped the Muse ‘afar off’ I remember the conversation 
turning on Mrs. Hemans’s poetry, which he considered to be 
the perfection of musical verse —the lines chiming, as he 
remarked, like the silver bells in ‘fairy lands.’ I asked him 
which he considered to be the most powerful of her minor 
pieces, and after hesitating a minute he replied, ‘I think 
nothing can surpass, in simple grandeur, and almost perfect 
beauty, her hymn to the Mountain Winds, commencing with 


‘Mountain Winds! O, whither would ye bear me 2? 


He said he had received from Mrs. Hemans some of the 
most delightful letters which mortal ever penned, and re- 
marked, ‘Ah, Sir! that woman has always appeared to me 
to have been a ready-made angel.’ He told us several anec- 
dotes of Mrs. Hemans, whom he once visited at St. Asaph 
—hbut as these will possess more interest when related in 
connection with the account of an afternoon visit which I 
paid to the Poetess, at Wavertree, hereafter to be sketched, 
I shall for the present postpone relating them. 

Amongst the company present that evening, and who had 
been invited for the express purpose of meeting Mr. Mont- 
gomery, was a lady, who has for many years been known in 
literary circles, and was then and still is, residing with her 
brother, Dr. Porter, a physician practising in Bristol. I 
allude to Miss Jane Porter, to whom the present of a chair, 
by some American literati, was recently made. 

The authoress of ‘THapprus or Warsaw’ was a very 
tall, very thin, very pale and very old-maidish-looking lady ; 
but in conversation she was one of the most sprightly and 
agreeable persons I ever knew. Like Hannah More, she 
was full of anecdotes of the literary people who had flour- 
ished during the last half century, and with many of whom 
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she had associated — for Miss Porter is now an ancient lady, 
as may readily be supposed, when we refer to the dates of 
her first productions. She gave us a very interesting account 
of her visit to Walter Scott, and of Kosciusko’s visit to her, 
when he was in Bristol. She described the latter as a man 
of plain manners, but of indomitable energy, and she evi- 
dently felt proud of the compliment he had paid her. 

In the course of the evening the conversation turned on 
Robert Montgomery’s poetry, which was then making some 
noise. James, for some time, took no part in what was 
going on, but was an attentive listener. At last it seemed as 
if flesh and blood could bear it no longer, for he commented 
on the meanness of ‘Satan Bob, in assuming his name, for 
the purpose of cheating the public into the purchase of his 
wares. ‘It has been a serious business to me,’ said the true 
Montgomery, ‘for I am constantly receiving letters, evidently 
intended for another person, in which I am either mercilessly 
abused, for what I never wrote, or bespattered with compli- 
ments of the most nauseating character. Many, to this day, 
do not distinguish between me and Robert Mongomery, and 
so I am, in a great measure, robbed of what little hard- 
earned fame I possess.” The poet evidently was much mor- 
tified by Robert’s assumption of his name, and did not. en- 
deavor to disguise his contempt for the literary pirate, who 
sailed under false colors. His intimate friends say that this 
is the only subject which ruffles the habitual serenity of his 
mind; and well it may, for it must be no trifling annoyance 
to see that fame, which was acquired by years of toil and 
patient endurance, perilled in the minds of many by the pro- 
ductions of such a popinjay as the author of ‘ Oxford, and 
‘Woman.’ 

I afterwards heard Mr. Montgomery deliver a course of 
lectures on English Poetry. When they were announced, a 
great sensation was created, for it was naturally supposed 
that from a poet we should have a brilliant exposition of his 
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theme. They were delivered in the theatre of one of the 
great London Institutions, and were well attended ; but their 
success was by no means commensurate with the literary 
repute of the lecturer. Mr. Montgomery is not adapted by 
nature for a public lecturer. There was a tremulous monot- 
ony in his tones, which induced a listlessness on the part of 
his auditory ; and although now and then the true poet burst 
forth in a blaze of exceeding beauty, yet the flashes were 
meteoric and transient. On the whole, these lectures were a 
failure ; but their want of success might, perhaps, be more 
justly attributable to the style of their delivery, than to any 
glaring defects in the subject matter itself. 

My next personal recollection of James Montgomery is 
connected with a visit which I paid to Olney, the sometime 
residence of the poet Cowper. In the summer of 1838, I 
was on a fly-fishing excursion, in the neighborhood of that 
place, and hearing from the postman, who brought letters 
to our party, from the post-office to our country quarters, 
that the poet Montgomery was there, myself and a friend, 
who had never seen him, took a walk to Olney, the next day, 
to call on him. We inquired for Mr. M., but no one seemed 
to be aware of his whereabouts ; and, as a last resource, we 
went to the post-office, where we were informed that he 
would, most likely, be found at Squire Cowper’s school. To 
this place we proceeded. It.was a dwelling which Cowper 
had once tenanted, and ever since it had been used as a 
village school, and called by his name. There we found 
Montgomery, surrounded by the children, who were singing 
that beautiful hymn of the bard of Olney, commencing with 


‘God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform.” 


I had heard this beautiful hymn sung hundreds of :times, but 
never with such effect as in that room, the very place in 
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which, we are told, and there is every reason to suppose, 
with truth, that Cowper composed it. . 

Montgomery received us very kindly, and we visited, to- 
gether, some of Cowper's favorite spots. It was highly grat- 
ifying to repair to such hallowed retreats, in the company of 
one who has been not unaptly called the Cowper of our own 
time. On leaving, Montgomery kindly invited me to call on 
him, should I ever visit Sheffield, which I gladly promised to 
do. 

About two years afterwards, I was in that busy mart — 
and, remembering the poet’s invitation, T determined to avail 
myself of it. I had no difficulty in finding my way to ‘The 
Mount, the name of his residence, and was fortunate enough 
to find him at home. We had a pleasant talk together, and, 
after dinner, he accompanied me to the Literary Institutions 
of the neighborhood, and it was quite delightful to observe 
with what marked attention and respect he was every where 
received. I noticed this to him, and said he must feel highly 
gratified by it. ‘Iam, of course, he replied, ‘ but I have 
enemies. Not long since, some rascals broke into my house, 
one Sunday, whilst I was delivering an address at a chapel 
in Sheffield, (Mr. Montgomery sometimes preaches amongst 
his own people — the Moravians,) and stole, amongst other 
things, a silver inkstand, which had been given me by the 
ladies of Sheffield. However,’ he added, ‘the loss was but 
for a time, and proved to be the occasion of the greatest 
compliment which, in my opinion, I ever had paid me. A 
few days after my loss, a box came directed to me, and, on 
opening it, lo! there was, uninjured, the missing inkstand, 
and a note, in which the writer expressed his regret that he 
had entered my house, and abstracted it. The thief said his 
mother had taught him some of my verses, when he was a 
boy, and, on seeing my name on the inkstand, he first became 
aware whose house he had robbed, and was so stung with 
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remorse, that he could not rest until he had restored my 
property, hoping God would forgive him.’ 

On our way back to his house, our conversation turned on 
the poems of the Corn Law Rhymer, of which Mr. Mont- 
gomery spoke in very high terms, but deprecated his violence 
of language. ‘ Would you like to see Elliott?” he asked. 

‘Much,’ said I. 

‘Well, he lives some three miles from here, at Upper- 
thorpe ; but he is to speak to-night, at a Corn Law meeting, 
in Sheffield, and, if you like, after tea, we’ll go and hear 
him, and [’ll introduce you to him.’ 

At the time specified, we set out—the place where the 
lecture was to be delivered was situated in one of the most 
densely inhabited portions of the smoky town of Sheffield. 
As we entered the hall, groups of dark-looking, unwashed 
artizans were seen, proceeding in the same direction as our- 
selves — all of them engaged in deep and earnest conversa- 
tion on the then one great subject, Tae Corn Laws. Strong 
‘men, as they hurried by, clenched their hands, and knitted 
their brows, and ground their teeth, as they muttered impre- 
cations on those whom they considered to be their oppressors. 
Here we would encounter a crowd of dusky forms, circling 
around a pale, anxious man, who was reading by the light of 
a gas lamp, a speech reported in the ‘Northern Star,’ or the 
last letter of Publicola, in the ‘ Weekly Despatch’ — and wo- 
men, with meagre children in their arms — children drugged 
to a death-like sleep, by that curse of the manufacturing dis- 
tricts of England — laudanum, disguised as Godfrey’s Cordial, 
were raising their shrill, shrewish voices, and execrating the 
and there were fierce 


laws which ground them to the dust 

denunciations from mere boys, and treasonable speeches from 

young men — old men, with half-paralysed energies, moaned 

and groaned, and said they had never known such times — 

all seemed gaunt and fierce, and ripe for revolt. It was an 
12 
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audience of working men — of such as these, that Ebenezer 
Elliott was to address that evening. 

The lecturing hall was crammed with the working classes, 
and as the orator of the evening mounted the rostrum, a wild 
burst of applause rung from every part of the house. He 
bowed slightly, smiled sternly, and took a seat, whilst a 
hymn, which he had composed for the occasion, was roared 
forth by hundreds of brazen lungs. 

He was aman rather under than above what is termed 
the middle height. Like the class from whence he sprung, 
and which he was about to address, he was dressed in work- 
ing clothes — clothes plain even to coarseness. He had a high, 
broad, very intellectual forehead, with rough ridges on the 
temples, from the sides and summit of which thick stubby hair 
was brushed up —streaks of grey mingled with the coarse 
black hair — his eyebrows were dark and thick, and shaded 
two large, deeply set, glaring eyes, which rolled every way, 
and seemed to survey the whole of that vast assembly at a 
glance. His nasal organ was as if it were grafted on his 
face, the mouth was thick lipped, and the lines, from the 
angles of the nostrils to the corners of the mouth, were 
deeply indented — graven in. <A very black beard, lately 
shaven, made his chin and neck appear as if it was covered 
with dots, and he had a thick, massive throat. His figure 
was indicative of great muscular strength, and his big horny 
fists seemed more fitted to wield a sledge hammer than to 
flourish a pen. Looking at him, the most casual observer 
would be impressed with the idea that no common man was 
before him. 

He rose amidst great cheering, and for an hour and a half 
held that great audience in entire subjection by one of the 
most powerful addresses I ever listened to. With a terrible 
distinctness he painted the situation of the working man — 
he showed what he might have been, and contrasted his 
possible and probable situation with what it then was. On 
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the heads of those who opposed Free Trade, the Corn Law 
Rhymer poured out all the vials of his wrath — but, vigorous 
and forcible as was his language, there was no coarseness ; 
and frequently, over the landscape which he had painted with 
all the wild force of a Spagnoletti or a Caravaggio, he flung 
a gleam of sunshine, which made the moral wilderness he had 
created to rejoice and blossom as the rose. And there were 
passages in his: speech of such extreme pathos, that strong 
men would bow down and weep, like little children —to 
these would succeed such sledge-hammer denunciations, that 
his hearers sat with compressed lips, and glaring eyes, and 
resolute hearts. When he sat down, after an appeal to the 
justice of the Law Makers, the whole audience burst forth 
into one loud cheer, and those near the speaker gripped his 
hand in fierce delight. I never saw such a scene, nor could 
I have conceived it possible that one working man should 
have so carried with him the passions and feelings ofan audi- 
ence, consisting entirely of those of his own class. 

Montgomery introduced me to Elliott, and we all three 
walked to the house of the former together. How different 
from the man on the platform was the man in the parlor. 
No longer the fervid orator, he was now the simple, placid 
poet; and I never, before or since, heard from mortal lips 
such powerful, and yet pleasant criticisms, on our literary men, 
as I did that night from the lips of Elliott. He spoke with 
great enthusiasm of Southey, whom he reverenced, despite 
his politics, and whom he called his ‘great master in the art 
of poetry.’ He had much reverence for Wordsworth; but I 
must not attempt to record the conversation. Suffice it to 
say, that after an hour’s chat our party of three broke up; 
one of them, at least, not a little gratified with the events of 
the evening. 

And thus end my reminiscences of the Bard of Sheffield. 
But I have an original poem of his, written on a particular 
theme, for a specific purpose ; and also one by Wordsworth, 
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on the same subject. The circumstances under which they 
were written, are as follows: 

Two years since, whilst residing for a season at Cardiff, in 
South Wales, a Ladies’ Bazaar was got up in Cardiff Castle, 
for the purpose of procuring funds to aid in the erection of a 
Church, on the site of one which had been washed away, two 
hundred years before, by a flood.of the River Severn, and 
consequently of a great influx of waters into the Estuary of 
the Bristol Channel. It was considered that if some poems 
on the subject could be procured from popular writers, and 
published in an embellished form, they would materially aid 
the objects in view. By request, I wrote to my friend Mr. 
James Montgomery, and also to Mr. Wordsworth, and both 
of them kindly complied with the request made, by sending, 
the former a’ poem, and the latter a sonnet. Two other 
poems were published, one by the writer, and the other by a 
friend. The four were brought out in very splendid style 
and fully answered the objects for which they were written. 
I now subjoin the contributions of Montgomery and Words- 
worth, and only these, feelings that it was sufficient honor 
to have been permiited to row in the same boat with them, 
for once in a life time, and that it would be sheer imperti- 
nence in me now to tag my rhymes to the skirts of their 
mantles, 


SONNET — By Wirriiam Worpswortn. 


When Severn’s sweeping flood had overthrown 
Saint Mary’s Church, the preacher then would ery, 
With solemn brow and Heaven uplifted eye, 
‘Haste and rebuild the pile!’ but not a stone 
resumed its place. Age after age went by, 
(Each year the mandate uttering solemnly,) 
And Heaven still lacked its due: though Piety, 
In secret, did, we trust, her loss bemoan. 
But now her spirit hath put forth her claim 
In Power — and Poesy doth lend her voice: 
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Let the new church be worthy of its aim, 
That in its beauty Cardiff may rejoice. 

Oh! in the Past! if cause there were for shame, 
Let not our times halt in their better choice! 


In this slight production, which is, however, quite unworthy 
of the present Laureate, and only interesting as a recent ef- 
fort of his pen, much pains was taken ; for, after the sonnet 
was forwarded, Mr. W. sent six or seven notes, requesting 
alterations, in words and lines, so that, as printed, it is almost 
entirely different from the original copy. This may show 
how laboriously Mr. W. polishes his poems. 

There is much sweetness, if not great power in the follow- 
ing lines, by the Christian Poet. In the pleasantly written 
letter to me, which accompanied them, he says: ‘I do not 
much like writing “to order,” but your letter, and its subject, 
called up a ghost which so haunted me, that I could not rest 
until I had exorcised and laid it, by the following poem.’ 


THE LOST CHURCH—By James MontcGomery. 


Here stood a Church — a house of Gop, 

An earthly temple, built with stones ; 
Its courts our fathers’ footsteps trod, 

Its graves received our fathers’ bones : 
The hymn of praise, the voice of prayer, 
The gospel trumpet sounded there ; 

And ransomed spirits, in Heaven’s bliss, 
May round the throne remember this. 


But earthly temples must decay — 

By slow or swift destruction fall; 
And time or tide will wear away 

The stateliest tower, the strongest wall: 
Here both conspired, in one darkghour, 
To sap the wali — bring down the tower; 
To storm the sanctuary, and sweep 
Its very ruins to the deep! 
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The river rushed upon the sea ; 
The sea the river’s rage repelled ; 
All the wild winds, at once set free, 
War with the warring waters held : 
On fire with foam the surges seem, 
While vehemently beat the stream, 
And rocked the fabric to and fro, 
As if an earthquake heaved below. 


Till, as in dead of night, the flash 
Of lightning issues from a cloud, 
Chased by the thunder, crash on crash, 
Down to the deep the Temple bowed ; 
Bowed, for a moment, o’er the spot, 
Another moment, it was not! 
O’er the Lost Cuurcu the billows boomed, 


’ And in its wreck its tombs entombed ! 


‘ Thus far, nor farther shall ye go,’ 
The river heard that voice and fled ; 
Spanning the firmament, Gop’s bow, 
The sign of wrath retiring, spread ; 
Promise of future glory gave, 
Of resurrection from the grave, 
When circling seasons had fulfilled 
The term his sovereign counsels willed. 


The fulness of that time behold ! 
Nine generations, in their haste, 

Have passed where stood that Church of old, 
Yet left the ground a hallowed waste ; 

Ye, who where once they breathed now breathe, 

To your posterity bequeath 

Of your existence here well spent, 

A house of prayer, as monument. 


From granite rocks the pile renew — 

From Cambrian mines the ore be brought ; 
From ancient woods the timber hew, 
To body forth creative thought; 
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And bid the second temple rise 

A land and sea-mark to all eyes, 
Which shall outshine the first, as far 
As harvest-moon the morning star. 


‘There is a house not made with hands, 
Eternal in the Heavens,’ for them 
Who travel singly or in bands, 
To seek the New Jerusalem ; 
With them may all who worship here, 
Age after age, in turn repair, 
Where that which men call death on earth, 
Spirits may deem their better birth. 
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SKETCHES IN OXFORD AND OF OXONIANS. 


A few years since it so happened that an early friend of 
mine was fortunate enough to obtain the prize for the poem 
which is annually contested for at Oxford, on some given sub- 
ject — and I was invited by him to attend the public recita- 
tion of it in the Theatre of the University. As I had never. 
seen the city of palaces, which Oxford has not unaptly been 
styled, I cheerfully responded to my friend’s request — and 
on the evening of the day preceeding that of the exhibition, 
I was set down at the door of the ‘Star’ —a hotel doubtless 
well known to many of my readers, who have visited England, 
as one of the most extravagant in its charges to be found even 
in Great Britian. 

It was a glorious evening —so, instead of boxing myself 
up in the coffee room, I strolled into Christ Church Meadows, 
and, after a pleasant saunter, surveyed the exteriors of the 
numerous halls of learning. Fine old places they were, and 
rich in glorious memories! Centuries had rolled over many 
of them, hallowing the old walls and quiet quadrangles. The 
lore of ages had been nursed there, and ‘the ground beneath 
me had been trodden by men whose names have become as 
familiar as household words. Piety, philosophy and poetry 
had made these their chosen homes. Heroes had gone forth 
from its gates into the gueat field of the world, conquering and 
to conquer ; and quiet, unobtrusive men had from thence dis- 
seminated truths, whose steady light had flung radiance upon 
the nations. And still the wheels, urged by mental toil, 
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were going round, just as they revolved in the old times ; for 
as I paced, in the gloom of evening, the quadrangle of Christ 
Church, here and there was to be seen the reflection of the 
lights from where, 


‘In apartments cold and damp, 
The candidate for college prizes, 

Sat poring by the midnight lamp, 
Goes late to bed, yet early rises.’ 


Although the eye may be never tired of seeing, the legs 
soon weary with walking — and unwillingly tearing myself 
away from scenes of such surpassing interest, I retired to my 
quarters, and. was awakened next morning by the college 
bells, ringing for early prayers. 

While I am breakfasting, and preparing otherwise for the 


roo) 


event of the day, let me just refer to two individuals — 
clergymen, who have made some noise in the world of letters 
— or rather, for there is a vast difference between the two — 
in the literary world. T may not have another opportunity 
of referring to the individuals in question; and as these pa- 
pers are desultory enough in their character, I will introduce 
a brace of literary clergymen, both of whom are now bencath 
the clods of the valley. 

When I was quite a lad, a conversazione was held in the 
large picture gallery of the Bristol Philosophical Institution, 
and I accompanied a party thither. A good many noticeable 
people, whom I cannot now call to mind, were present; but 
there was one individual in the room, who excited my curi- 
osity, and to whom I was, after a time, introduced. Let me 
describe him. 

The individual referred to, entered the room leaning on 
the arm of a young lady, for he was much bowed by age. 
His dress was of plain black, and clerical in its cut. A low- 
ness of stature was rendered more perceptible by his stoop, 
and as he tremblingly grasped an ivory-headed cane, and 
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leaned heavily on his fair companion, a more striking picture 
of youth and age could not well have been depictured by any of 
the eminent artists whose paintings lined the gallery. The 
hair of this gentleman was cut short, and white as the driven 
snow; it stood up wirily from his head, if I may coin a word 
to express just what I mean, and was combed back from his 
high, broad forehead, which was ploughed all over with 
transverse lines, and from his temples. His clear grey eye 
was scarcely dimmed by age; the nose, once slightly aquiline, 
was a trifle sunken, and his mouth expressed much sweetness, 
benevolence and decision of character. His features, taken 
as a whole, had an angularity about them which was some- 
what ungraceful, but their general expression was’ of a 
pleasing and intellectual character. 

This gentleman attracted much attention, and observing 
that introductions to him were numerous and eagerly sought, 
I enquired of the Curator of the Institution who he might be? 

‘Ah!’ said the gentleman to whom I addressed my ques- 
tion, Mr. Muller, in broken English, ‘ you write poetry and 
not know Grabbe?’ ‘Who?’ said I, for the only idea associa- 
ted in my mind with anything named Grabbe, was that the 
bearer of it must be, as he is indeed represented in many a 
play — a sheriff’s officer ; a kind of gentleman to whom an 
introduction is very seldom asked for. 

‘It is Mr. Crabbe, the poet,’ said a sweet and low voice, 
whose owner was close beside me. I turned to thank my 
fair informant, who proved to be the poet’s grand-daughter, 
with whom he had entered the room. She was for a moment 
released from his side, as the old gentleman had been con- 
ducted to a seat, from whence he surveyed, at his ease, the 
brilliant scene. 

I need not say that I looked with intense interest on 


‘Nature's sternest painter, yet the best,’ 


as Byron called him. Mr. Crabbe’s then position, too, was 
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interesting, for he was seated in Cowper’s arm-chair — the 
same which the Bard of Olney occupied at Mrs. Unwin’s, and 
in which, perhaps, he indited his touching lines ‘To Mary.’ 
A little silver plate was let into the back, verifying the relic, 
which still remains one of the lions of the Bristol Institution. 
There sat Crabbe, the poet of the ‘Workhouse’ and the 
‘Hall, where once the gentle Cowper reposed, and poured 
forth strains of the utmost delicacy and pathos. 

‘Pleased to see ‘you, my young friend, very pleased to see 
you,’ said the venerable man to me, whilst his face beamed 
with smiles, and after a little while, he pointed to the fine 
portrait of Burke, by Sir Joshua Reynolds, which hung near 
him, and said: ¢ Very like, very like, indeed. I was in Sir 
Joshua’s study when Burke sat for it. Ah! there was a man! 
If you ever come to Trowbridge,’ he added, ‘you must call at 
the Vicarage, and I’ll show you a sketch of Burke, taken at 
Westminster Hall, when he made his great speech in the 
Warren Hastings case. Edmund left it to me; it is only a 
rude pencil drawing, but it gives more of the orator than that 
picture does.’ 

Of course I had soon to ‘back out’ of the circle around 
Crabbe, and I once, and only once, saw him afterwards, 
when at Trowbridge. I did not call on him, for I always 
have felt, and I hope I always shall feel, that the time of 
literary men is too sacred and valuable to be frittered away 
by curiosity or oddity hunters. When I met with him he 
was on his way to a quarry in the neighborhood; for be it 
known, Mr. Crabbe’s favorite study was Geology, and when 
not engaged in parochial duties, the old gentleman might 
generally have been seen, with his little geological hammer 
and specimen-bag in hand, poring over stones and clays, 
much to the wonderment of the gaping Wiltshire clowns, 
who thought ‘Parson Crabbe,’ as they called him, little 
better than cracked, when they heard the click of his ham- 
mer among the quarries. I remained with him for about 
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an hour, and then bade him what turned out to be a last 
farewell. 

A year or two prior to this, as I was one evening proceed- 
ing towards a Church in my native city, for the purpose of 
hearing the Rev. Legh Richmond preach an Anniversary 
Sermon, a gentleman accosted me, and inquired the way to 
the Temple Church. I told him I was going thither, and 
would be pleased to show him. He was upwards of fifty 
years of age, with a remarkably pleasant countenance, and 
wore spectacles. He was lame, owing to a contraction of his 
knee joint ; and so he took my arm, which, with a boyish 
freedom, I offered him. 

‘ And, pray,’ said he, ‘are you going to hear Legh Rich- 
mond ?’ / 

I replied that I was, and anticipated great delight in doing 
so, as I had perused his ¢Dairyman’s Daughter,’ and his his- 
tory of ‘ Little Jane, the Young Cottager,’ with great delight. 

The old gentleman smiled placidly, leaned a little heavier 
on my arm, and talked to me about Heaven, until my young 
eyes ran over with tears. ‘There was such a winning sweet- 
ness in his tones, and he spoke so affectionately, that I could 
not help but love him, stranger though he was. 

When we arrived at the Church door, crowds were pour- 
ing in. ‘J must go to the vestry, remarked my new ac- 
quaintance, ‘T dare say you will see me again;’ and we 
parted. 

The service had been read by the regular clergyman of 
the place, and the psalm before the sermon was being sung, 
when the preacher of the evening slowly, and with some 
apparent difficulty, ascended the pulpit stairs. He bowed 
his greyish head, for a moment, on the cushion, and then 
looked round on the congregation. Tt was the gentleman 
with whom I had walked to Church — the, author of that 
touchingly beautiful narrative, which I cannot, even DOW, 
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read without tears—‘The*Dairyman’s Daughter’ Legh 
Richmond was before me ! 

# * * * * 

* * * * * 

I can conceive of no more beautiful or interesting specta- 
cle than the one which presented itself in the public theatre 
of the University of Oxford, on the occasion to which I would 
now refer the reader. The theatre is circular and surround- 
ed by tiers of galleries. The area, beneath the magnificent 
dome, was reserved for the Heads of Houses, the various 
Professors, and other dignitaries. Here, also, were assigned 
places for illustrious visitors, and distinguished men of letters, 
from all countries. The lower gallery was exclusively occu- 
pied by richly dressed ladies —the flowers of England’s 
beauty —their gay attire forming a pleasing and striking 
contrast to the grave dresses of the Academicians. Above 
these was a gallery, crowded to excess with the students of 
the various universities — proud scions of nobility, who had 
unwillingly submitted to collegiate discipline, side by side 
with humbler students, whose intense desire for learning had 
enabled them to vanquish many a difficulty, in their way to 
that sacred place.~ I occupied a seat near the rostrum, 
whence I could obtain a perfect view of all that occurred, 
without being myself inconveniently crowded. 

As one and another of the Professors, or officers of the 
University, entered the theatre, the students testified their 
approval or disapprobation of his or their conduct, by vocif- 
erous cheering, or turbulent uproar. The favorites were 
greeted by their party with cheers, which the ‘other side of 
the house’ would attempt to drown in hisses; and thus, every 
now and then, scenes of the utmost confusion prevailed. It 
seemed as if the young men had been granted a special 
license to express their sentiments in this manner; and one 
thing is certain, they took care to fully avail themselves of 
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the liberty allowed them. No respect was paid to persons. 
It mattered not how high in office any individual who entered 
might be ; if-he had rendered himself unpopular, during the 
Term, he was hooted, to his heart’s content ;— and, on the 
other side, if he had found favor in the eyes of the young 
men, they were not behind hand in thundering out their 
plaudits. 

Eleven o’clock ! — the theatre is so crowded that it would 
seem impossible to pack any more human beings into a single 
nook of it. There is a lull amidst the ragings of the wordy 
storm, for the real business of the day.is about to commence 
—the large doors are thrown wide open, and the organ 
thunders out its voluntary-welcome to an entering procession. 
On they come — grave Doctors, lynx-eyed Proctors, specta- 
cled Professors, and learned Thebans of all descriptions — 
Lawn-sleeved Bishops and portly Prebends pass on amidst 
cheerings; but now the vast assembly rises as one man, and 
a shout of gratulation, to which all that preceded it were 
but as mere whispers, peals through the edifice, and whose 
reverberations from the domed roof echo like distant thunder. 
Louder and louder are the acclamations, as the Chancellor 
enters the circle —and as he removes the College Cap from 
his grey head, and with one glance of his eagle eye surveys 
the glittering circles above and around him, The Duke! 
The Duke! is shouted by a thousand tongués, and the Hero 
of Waterloo, Chancellor of the University of Oxford, takes 
his seat of honor. 

Hundreds and thousands of persons, who have never seen 
the Duke of Wellington — at least, so I judge from the num- 
bers I have conversed with—im»gine him to be a tall, 
imposing looking man. They have been so in the habit of 
regarding him as a mighty warrior, that they do not disso- 
ciate physical from mental greatness. Such individuals 
would be not a little surprised to behold a man rather below 
than above the ordinary stature, of a slightly made frame, 
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and one which by no means vindicates his claim to the title 
of ‘The Iron Duke.’ The public are so intimately acquaint- 
ed with his peculiar physiogonomy, through the medium of 
caricatures and portraits, that it is quite unnecessary for me 
to sketch it in this place. Like Brougham’s, his nose is 
familiar enough to all, and quite as great a curiosity in its 
way. 

The appearance of the Duke, as he stood, arrayed in cap 
and gown, reading his address, was, I must say, rather gro- 
tesque. It could not be said of him that 


‘Latin to him was no more difficile 
Than to a blackbird ’t is to whistle,’ 


for His Grace certainly gave no more quarter to the quanti- 
ties than he did to the Old Guard on the plains of Waterloo. 
I saw quiet smiles on many a learned lip, as the address was 
being read; but taken altogether, the affair went off very 
well, and when the Chancellor sat down, the house, as the pit 
did when Kean performed Richard for the first time, ‘rose 
at him.’ 

It was a singular spectacle enough to see the great Cap- 
tain of the age presiding in the peaceful arena of learning. 
The Duke, in a cocked hat and plumes, seemed quite natu- 
ral; but the conqueror of Napoleon, in a college cap, had 
something of the ludicrous in it, after all. However, I 
believe he carries the same energy into the College as he did 
into the Camp — and his decided habits, perhaps, render him 
not altogether unqualified for the post he holds. 

Of these habits, perhaps an anecdote not extensively 
known, may not be out of place here. At Walmer Castle, 
visitors are shown, amongst other things, His Grace’s sleep- 
ing chamber. In it is a small iron camp bed, simple and 
plain — it is the one, indeed, which he always used during 
his Peninsular campaigns. 


“Why, —said a gentleman one day to the Duke, as hé 
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looked at the narrow couch, ‘there is hardly room to turn 
in it.’ 

‘TI never do turn in it” was the prompt and characteristic 
reply of His Grace. ‘When a man wants to turn 7m his bed, 
st is time for him to turn out of it’ 

Tt happened that the subject of the Prize Poem to which I 
have alluded, was one, which, taking the circumstances of the 
Duke’s visit into account, was peculiarly interesting — it was 
‘The Exile of Saint Helena.’ Upwards of seventy young 
men had sent in their productions, in hopes to bear away the 
palm of victory — of course, only one was selected. I had, 
I may say, en passant, an opportunity afterwards afforded 
me of reading some of the rejected Poems, and although I 
rejoiced in my friend’s success, I could not but feel that far 
better productions had been thrown into the shade. 

Ii was an interesting moment when the young poet 
mounted the rostrum, and commenced the recitation of his 
poem before that vast and enlightened audience. It com- 
menced well: 


‘Musing on power departed, glory gone, 
The conquered conqueror stands — NAPOLEON.’ 


The slight agitation naturally felt, was dispelled by an 
encouraging cheer, and the recitation was listened to in 
almost profound silence, until the poem alluded to the down- 
fall of the Emperor —and then, looking full at the Duke, 
and stretching his right arm towards him, the poet gave ul- 
terance to the line — 


‘ And falls before thee PRINCE of Waterloo! 


And then such a burst of cheering was heard as shook the 
Theatre — whilst the Duke rose and bowed repeatedly to 
those who, with heart and voice, did him honor. The scene 
was one of the most exciting I ever witnessed. 
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The poem having been delivered, I had time to look about 
me, and take notice of some of the celebrated men present. 
There was Keble, author of the ‘Christian Year,’ with his 
slight figure, contemplative face, and finely-formed head. He 
appeared in ill-health, and, indeed, was so— for soon after- 
wards he was compelled, in consequence, to give up his Pro- 
fessorship of Poetry in the University. Henry Hart Milman, 
the author of ‘ Belshazzar’s Feast, and of the ‘ Fall of Jeru- 
salem,’ and who formerly occupied the Professor’s chair, was 
present, glancing hither and thither, with his intensely black, 
sparkling eyes, and somewhat merry countenance, lighted up 
with intellectual excitement. 

Dr. Buckland, the Geologist, too, was a conspicuous nota- 
bility, with his portly, but not corpulent figure, his shining 
bald head, and his courteous and blandly expressive counte- 
nance. 

But I have not space or time to merely mention half of 
those who were pointed out to me that day. One or two, 
however, very remarkable men, I must not omit alluding to. 

As I left the theatre my attention was directed to a gentle- 
man who, in company with several others, was standing in 
conversation near the gateway. 

‘Thefe,’ said my friend, ‘is the celebrated Dr. Pusey.’ 

‘What! that tall, dignified-looking individual, with a book 
in his hand?’ 

‘Oh no: that is Garbett; who, they say, will be the new 
Professor of Poetry, when Keble resigns. I mean the cler- 
gyman who is talking with him.’ 

I looked again, and with no little interest — for the Oxford 
controversy was then raging: a controversy which—but I 
was about to forget myself. I have to do only with men — 
and profess not, in this place, at least, to be an analyst of 
their opinions. 

‘And can that be the Pusey of whom I have heard so 
muuch?’ I said, mentally — and I was about to take a closer 
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survey of him, when I was hurried off by my companion, 
who said, ‘You will see him again, for he delivers a lecture 
in one of the chapels this afternoon. Let us go over to the 
Bodleian.’ | 

A glorious place that library — and, as I entered its 
learned precincts, I involuntarily spoke in low tones. It 
always seems to me that it smacks of impertinence to talk 
aloud in such places. The ponderous wooden-bound and 
iron-clasped tomes, which stand on the lower shelves, as if 
they knew their weight and consequence, and that they were 
the foundations of literature, frown one into silence; and the 
array of precious old black letter books, and gorgeously 
illuminated missals, and time-stained manuscripts, imposed a 
restriction on the tongue. And then the librarians, who 
glided noiselessly about, were such sedate-looking. men — 
some of them had lived there for years and years, growing 
old as the books grew older, and hardly existing when they 
were out of sight of their backs. I noticed an old gentleman 
who seemed to be a superior officer: his silver hair streamed 
over the collar of his quaintly-cut coat. And there he was, 
now prying through his spectacles into a catalogue, (itself a 
mighty volume,) and then referring to a work which a 
nimbler librarian than himself, and a much younger man, 
(but old-looking, for all that,) procured for him by mounting 
a ladder, whose cross-bar at the top and the bottoms of which 
were padded, that no noise might be made. All these libra- 
rians seemed a part and parcel of the Bodleian, just as much 
ag the books themselves were—the only great difference 
being that the knowledge of the books was bound in boards, 
and that of the book-keepers in broadcloth. 

After dining in the great hall of Christ Church College, 
i proceeded to the Chapel where Dr. Pusey was to officiate. 
It was crowded to excess, in consequence of the interest at- 
tached to the preacher, who was the acknowledged leader of 
the new movement. ‘The liturgy having been read, Doctor 
Pusey, habited in a white surplice, walked down the aisle 
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towards the pulpit, and, as he passed close by the pew where 
I was stationed, I had an excellent opportunity of observing 
him. 

His personal appearance was anything but that of one who 
was universally acknowledged to be the leader of a powerful 
and increasing party in the Church —a party which at one 
time threw it into a moral convulsion, and the effects of 
which are still felt. He was small in stature, and attenuated 
in frame and feature. His profile was more striking than 
his front face, the nose being very large and prominent. As 
he paced the aisle. very slowly, with his eyes fixed on the 
pavement, the lips compressed, and his thin, sallow cheeks 
displaying hollows, and his brow lines, which thought had 
prematurely planted there, he presented the appearance of 
an ascetic — of a monk suddenly transformed into a clergy- 
man of the Church of England; for in his person he dis- 
played all the austere sanctity of the one, whilst his canonicals 
sufficiently indicated his position as the other. 

His style of preaching was cold, tame, and spiritless. One 
of the solemn looking, stony, monumental men, who reclined 
in their niches, with hands, palm to palm, reverently placed 
on their breasts, might have arisen from his cold couch, gone 
into the pulpit, delivered such another sermon, and made, 
leaving the supernaturalness of the matter entirely out of the 
question, just about as ereat a sensation. His tones were 
feeble and harsh, and 7f his cold, dull, greyish eye did at 
times lighten up, the effect was but as that produced by the 
Juminous mists which are seen in dank morasseg, flickering, 
but not illuminating. Of the graces of oratory, there were 
literally none,—no action, no modulation of tone, —no har- 
monious combination of sound with sentiment. The sermon 
was coldly monotonous, and when, to my inexpressible relief, 
it terminated, [ could not help muttering to myself — And 
can this be the head of the Puseyite School? 

A few days after this, on the following Sunday, I had the 
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opportunity of hearing another of the Tractarian leaders — 
the Rev. Mr. Newman. The celebrated Tract No. 90, it will 
be remembered, was from his pen. Mr. Newman’s appear- 
ance is the opposite of Dr. Pusey’s. His face is cheerful 
looking, and full of intelligence, and his figure is good; in the 
pulpit, when attired in canonicals, he is even graceful. As a 
preacher, he is very popular with a large majority of the 
Oxford students, and I do not wonder at it; for his style is 
very transparent, and whilst his Discourses bear the evident 
stamp of thought, even of severe thought, they are embel- 
lished with the flowers of rhetoric, and the most attractive 
adornments of Philosophy. In the sermon I heard him 
deliver, no allusions were made to the Tractarian doctrines. 
Like Dr. Pusey, he preached in a surplice, and it was only 
by wearing the uniform of the body to which he belonged, 
that his adherence to it could be guessed at. 

Here end my reminiscences of Oxford—the scene of 
many a stirring event. It was once the residence of Canute, 
and of his son Harold. There kingly councils sat in old 
times, and there, in the fourteenth century, the doctrines of 
Wycliffe created more excitement than Dr. Pusey’s have 
done since. There Popery has been dominant, and plagues 
have devastated; and there Cranmer, Ridley, and Latimer, 
‘ proclaimed their faith, and sealed it with their blood, — and 
the Martyrs’ Memorial, a noble gothic monument, stands on 
the spot where the fire consumed their bodies, Every inch 
of ground is hallowed by association, and the University 
founded by King Alfred, in 890, still flings its broad shadow 
on the pavement. Other seats of learning may win our 
admiration, but Oxford claims our veneration. There may 
be, in other countries, gnd in this — institutions of equal im- 
portance and interest — but search the round world over, and 
after all there will be found but one Oxford! 
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I lately attempted to convey to my readers some idea of 
one of England’s popular lady-writers; and the pleasant 
reception which Hannah More was favored with, on my 
introducing her to an American public, induces me to string 
together a few recollections of some other fair writers, whose 
names and works are honored and appreciated wherever the 
English language is known. 

I know not whether any one may feel disposed to cavil at 
the nomenclature I have adopted at the head of this article. 
Tt may not be ornithologically correct, but those who write 
about poetical people have a license, as well as have the 
harmonious songsters and songstresses themselves ; and what 
image can more fitly represent a sweet-voiced daughter of 
poesy, than that of a bright bird, which 


‘ Singing ever soars, and soaring ever singeth ?’ 


So much, and too much, perhaps, by way of a preface ! 
And now let me write with a pen of gold, (fitting material) 
some reminiscences of a few whose works deserve that a 
golden ink should be invented, with which to inscribe their 
names. 

I had no intention of devoting this number of my series 
of Sketches to Lady writers, but, as I was this morning look- 
ing over some engravings at the house of a literary friend, a 
portrait of Mrs. Hemans attracted my attention, and vividly 
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recalled the ‘bright original’ to my memory. The picture 
was very beautiful, and bore a strong resemblance to the 
Poetess; but, compared with the living face, it was only as 
the richly sculptured vase, unillumined from within. And it 
would have been difficult, if not utterly impossible, for mortal 
pencil to have caught and transferred to canvas the mild 
beauty of the Poetess. 

In the summer of 1830, I was staying for a short time in 
Liverpool — the city of the Roscoes, as it has been called, 
by way of honor —and as I had determined, if possible, to 
see Mrs. Hemans, who then lived in the neighborhood, I 
made inquiries in various quarters, in order to find out the 
best way of procuring an interview, without being intrusive. 
I learned that Mrs. Hemans visited the city but seldom; but 
a friend, who knew Dr. Lingard, the historian, insinuated 
that through that gentleman he might possibly be enabled to 
procure for me a letter of introduction. I was told that, as 
Mrs. Hemans occasionally attended the chapel where Dr. 
Raffles preached, I might chance to see her there — but how 
was I to pick out the Poetess, from hundreds of ladies 
penned in pews? I determined on accepting the offer of my 
friend’s endeavor to enlist Dr. Lingard in my favor. 

I was introduced to the Doctor a few days afterwards, at 
the Atheneum reading rooms. Ido not know whether his 
‘History of England’ is much known in this country, but it 
ranks as a standard work, across the Atlantic. The chief 
objection urged against it is, that its author is a Roman Cath- 
olic. ‘The Doctor isa man of somewhat remarkable appear- 
ance, and by no means prepossessing in manners. *However, 
he immediately complied with my friend’s wishes, and I 
obtained the much-desired note to Mrs. Hemans, with a hint 
to me not to deliver it on any morning, as I should have a 
better chance of a prolonged interview if I presented myself 
in the after part of the day, the forenoon being generally 
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devoted by the lady to the instruction of her children, and to 
literary composition. 

Having incidentally mentioned the name of Doctor Raffles, 
I may as well give my readers some idea of a minister who 
is extremely popular in England, as a pulpit orator — and 
who is also somewhat known as an author —the memoir of 
his predecessor, Spencer, being from his pen; and he ‘ owns’ 
also, to a few volumes of travels and some poems — chiefly 
devotional. The late well-known Sir Stamford Raffles was 
his brother. 

He was in the pulpit when I entered the chapel, in which 
he officiates at Liverpool. The building was vast, and 
densely crowded with a very fashionable audience. He was 
about the middle height, and somewhat corpulent. He hada 
very florid face, with full, expressive eyes, the upper lids of 
which were large, and so gave rather an indolent expression 
to the whole countenance. The mouth was indicative of 
good humor, and beneath it was a dimpled double chin. A 
voluminous and handsome gown, rather showily disposed, 
enveloped his person, and he had altogether a sort of Friar 
Tuck appearance. His age might have been fifty-five, or as 
they say, ‘ thereabouts.’ 

He read that chapter, in which is the magnificent speech 
of Paul before Agrippa, and certainly I never heard so im- 
pressive a reader. His voice and action were alike fine, and 
worthy of the theme. Some might have been disposed to 
call his style theatrical — indeed, I have heard it objected to, 
on this very account; but I could not help wishing that the 
Doctor’s example in this respect were followed by many, who 
too frequently darken the light of Revelation by their cold 
reading of the Scriptures; for I have not unfrequently heard 
a song of triumph and a penitential psalm delivered in the 
same monotonous tone, by those who ought to, and I doubt 
not do, know better. 

Dr.*Raffles’s sermon was very short, very ornate, and very 
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sound — but it impressed me as being rather a showy than a 
great performance. There was a vast deal of glitter, but it 


was as the glare produced by gold leaf—a few grains of 
metal was made to go a great way, and cover a considerable 
extent of surface. 

At this time Mrs. Hemans was separated from her hus- 
band, and resided at Wavertree, to which place she confined 
herself, in order that her sons might receive the benefits of 
tuition in the neighboring city. A more unsuitable locality, 
for one of her temperament, could hardly be conceived, for 
there was nothing of beauty in the neighborhood -to recom- 
mend it; and to one brought up amongst the wild scenery of 
Wales, it must have been, at times, dreary indeed. The 
separation, too, from the father of her children, must have 
preyed deeply on her spirit; but she seldom alluded to this 
subject, although great curiosity was excited to know the 
cause. Captain Hemans lived at Rome, and still corres- 
ponded with his wife, respecting the education of their chil- 
dren. His habits and tastes were entirely different from 
those of his wife, and a separation, although not a legal one, 
was mutually agreed upon. Of course, a hundred rumors 
were in circulation, and those officious personages, who pre- 
ferred attending to other persons’ ‘affairs, gossipped to their 
hearts’ content. I shall not follow their example, and retail 
any of the many stories prevalent on this’ subject; holding 
the opinion that if a man and his wife choose to live apart, it 
is their business, and theirs alone — and such subjects should 
be strictly classed amongst those with which a stranger should 
intermeddle not. 

It was about four in the afternoon, when the Wavertree 
stage set me down at about a hundred yards from the place 
of my destination. The house in which the Poetess resided 
was one of a row, or terrace, as it was called, situated on the 
high road, from which it was separated only by the foot-way 
and a little flower garden, surrounded by a white-thorn 
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hedge. I noticed, that of all the houses on either side of it, 
hers was the only one adorned with flowers — the rest had 
either grass lawns or a plain gravel surface — some of them 
even grew cabbages and French beans! 

My knock at the door was answered by a servant girl — 
one of the pretty ‘Lancashire witches, by whom I was shown 
into a small parlor, where J remained, whilst my letter and 
card were taken to the lady of the house. 

It was a very small apartment, but every thing about it 
indicated that it was the home of genius and of taste. Over 
the mantel-shelf hung a fine engraving of William Roscoe, 
author of the Lives of the De Medici, with a presentation 
line or two in his own hand-writing. The walls were deco- 
rated with prints and pictures, and on the mantel-shelf were 
some models, in ¢erra cotta, of Italian groups. On the tables 
lay casts, medallions, and a portfolio of choice prints and 
water-color engravings; but I was too much excited to pay 
much attention to such matters, and so I sat down, anxiously 
awaiting the entrance of the Poetess. 

And never, before or since, have I felt in such a flutter of 
excitement. For years and years I had read her poetry, and 
imagined all sorts of things about the authoress. I had been 
told that she was beautiful, and readily believed it — but I 
anticipated some disappointment in this respect— in fact, I 
can scarcely tell how I felt, when I heard the rustling of silks, 
and saw a lady enter-the room. 

Well —I am disappointed, was the rapid thought which 
passed through my brain. The lady was interesting-looking 
enough — but bore no resemblance whatever to the engraved 
portraits of Mrs. Hemans—she was much younger, too, 
than I imagined Mrs. H. to have been. And —to put the 
reader out of suspense, it was not the Poetess of the Affec- 
tions — but her close and attached friend, Miss Jewsbury, 
who had been deputed by Mrs. Hemans, to make excuses for 
a few moments’ delay in receiving me. 

14 
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Miss Jewsbury was one of the most frank and open-hearted 
creatures possible. -She gracefully apologized for acting as 
Mrs. Heman’s locum tenens, and made me feel quite at my- 
ease. I did not know then who the lady was— but being 
aware that Mrs. Hemans had a sister who frequently set her 
songs to music, I imagined that my fair companion must be 
her. I was not undeceived until after Mrs. Hemans had 
made her appearance. 

It was not long before the Poetess entered the room. She 
held out her hand and welcomed me in the kindest manner, 
and then sat down opposite me — but, before doing so, intro- 
duced Miss Jewsbury. 

I cannot well conceive a more exquisitely beautiful crea- 
ture than Mrs. Hemans was — none of the portraits or busts 
I have ever seen of her, do her justice, nor is it possible for 
words to convey to the reader any idea of the matchless, yet 
serene beauty of her expression. Her glossy waving hair 
was parted on her forelread, and terminated on the sides, in 
rich and luxuriant auburn curls —there was a dove-like look 
in her eyes, and yet, there was a chastened sadness in their 
expression. Her complexion was remarkably clear, and her 
high forehead looked as pure and spotless as Parian marble. 
A calm repose, not unmingled with melancholy, was the char- 
acteristic expression of the face — but when she smiled, all 
traces of sorrow were lost, and she seemed to be but ‘a little 
lower than the. Angels ’— fitting shrine for so pure a mind! 
Let me not be deemed a flatterer or an enthusiast, in thus 
describing her — for I am only one.of many, who have been 
almost as much captivated by her personal beauty, as. charmed 
by the sweetness and holiness of her productions. If ever 
poems were the reflex of the beauties, personal and mental, 
of their writers, they were indeed so in the case of Mrs. 
Hemans. 

We talked, of course, a great deal about poetry and poets, 
and she asked me if I had seen Wordsworth? 


AND THEIR HAUNTS. 159 


On my replying that I had not, she said: ‘You would be 
almost as much delighted with the man as with his works. 
He is delightful—I once saw him at St. Asaphs, and he 
spent half a day with me, reciting his own poetry.’ 

We talked of L. E. L. Mrs. Hemans said she had re- 
ceived several letters from her, containing pressing invitations 
to visit London. ‘A place I never was in, and never wish 
to be,’ she observed. ‘My heart beats too loudly, even in 
this quiet place, and there I think it would burst. The great 
Babel was not made for such as me.’ 

She was very much pleased with an anecdote which I told 
her, with which one of her poems had something to do. It 
was this: 

Near the city of Bath is a secluded little church yard, in 
which, amongst other monuments, is one of pure white mar- 
ble, on which was engraven the name of a nobleman’s 
daughter, and her age —seventeen. In addition to this was 
the following stanza from Mrs. Hemans’s poem, ‘ Brine 
FLOWERS.’ 


‘Bring flowers, pale flowers, o’er the bier to shed, 

A crown for the brow of the early dead! 

For this from its bud hath the white rose burst, 

For this in the wood was the violet nurst : 

They have a voice for what once was ours, 

And are love's last gift.— Bring ye flowers — pale flowers.’ 


The space around that grave was filled with white flowers 
of all descriptions, planted for the most part by stranger 
hands. No one ever removed a blossom from the grave, and 
there they flourished, as if in obedience to the mandate of the 
Poetess. It was one of the most graceful tributes ever paid 
to genius. 


and 
she led the way to a room over the one in which we were 
sitting. It was a very small place, but neat almost to a fault. 


‘Come — I will show you my poetic mint,’ she said 
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There were no author-litterings. Every thing was in order. 
An open letter lay on the table. She pointed to it, and said, 
laughingly : 

‘ An application for my autograph, and the postage unpaid. 
You cannot imagine how I am annoyed with albums and 
such matters. A person, who ought to have known better, 
sent me an album, lately, and begged a piece from me, if it 
was only long enough to fill up a page of sky-blue tinted 
paper, which he had selected for me to write upon.’ 

In incidentally referring to her compositions, she said: 
‘They often remain chiming in my mind for days, before I 
commit them to paper. And sometimes I quite forget many, 
which I compose as I lie awake in bed. Composition is less 
a labor with me than the act of writing down what has im- 
pressed me, ‘excepting in the case of blank verse, which 
always involves something like labor. My thoughts have 
been so used to go in the harness of rhyme, that when they 
are suffered to run without it, they are often diffused, or I 
lose sight, in the ardor of composition, of the leading idea 
altogether.’ 

Mrs. Hemans’s voice was peculiarly musical, and I would 
have given any thing to have heard her recite some of her 
own poetry ; but I did not dare to hazard such a request, and 
feeling that I had intruded quite long enough on her time, 
I intimated my intention of taking my departure, when she 
begged me to partake of some refreshment, and with such an 
evident wish that I should do so, that I did not hesitate to 
drink a glass of wine and water before I left. 

I must not omit to mention, for the especial benefit of my 
fair readers, that Mrs. Hemans’s dress was simple enough. 
She wore a white gown, (I really am not learned enough in 
such matters to say whether it was of cotton or muslin,) over 
which was thrown a black lace shawl —on her head was a 
cap of very open net-work, without flowers or ornament of 
any kind. 
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Miss Jewsbury is well known by her ‘ Lays*of Leisure 
Hours.’ She was very amiable and accomplished, and felt 
such an enthusiasm for the writings of Mrs. Hemans, that, in 
1828, she took a cottage. near Rhyllon, where the Poetess 
then resided, for the purpose of associating with her. When 
I saw her at Wavertree she was on a visit to, Mrs. Lawrence, 
of Wavertree Hall, another warm friend and admirer of Mrs. 
Hemans. 

I cannot here forbear quoting a passage from Miss Jews- 
bury’s ‘Three Histories, in which she avowedly describes 
Mrs. Hemans : 

‘Egeria was totally different from any othtr woman I had 
ever seen, either in Italy or in England. She did not dazzle, 
she subdued me ; other women might be more commanding, 
more versatile, more acute, but I never saw any one so ex- 
quisitely feminine. 2 by - Her birth, her edu- 
cation, but above all, the genius with which she was gifted, 
combined to inspire a passion for the ethereal, the tender, the 
imaginative, the heroic — in one word, the beautiful. It was 
in her a faculty divine, and yet of daily life —it touched all 
things, but, like a sunbeam, touched them with a golden 
finger.. Any thing abstract or scientific was unintelligible or 
distasteful to her. Her knowledge was extensive and 
various; but, true to the first principle of her nature, it was 
poetry that she sought in history, scenery, character, and 
religious belief — poetry, that guided all her studies, governed 
all her thoughts, colored all her imaginative conversation. 
Her nature was at once simple and profound; there was no 
room in her mind for philosophy, nor in her heart for ambi- 
tion; the one was filled by imagination, the other engrossed 
by tenderness. She had a passive temper, but decided 
tastes ; any one might influence, but very few impressed her. 
Her strength and her weakness lay alike in her affections: 
these would sometimes make her weep, at others imbue her 
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with courage ; so that she was alternately “a faleon-hearted 
dove,” and a “‘ reed broken with the wind.” Her voice was a 
sweet, sad melody, and her spirits reminded me of an old 
poet’s description of the orange tree, with its 


“Golden lamps, hid in a night of green.” 


Or of those Spanish gardens where the pomegranate blossoms 
beside the cypress. Her gladness was like a burst of sun- 
light ; and if in her sadness she resembled night, it was night 
wearing her stars. I might describe and describe forever, 
but I should never succeed in portraying Egeria; she was a 
muse, a grace, a variable child, a dependent woman, the Italy 
of human beings.’ 

The writer of the above, as all the literary world knows, 
married, a few years since, Mr. Fletcher, a missionary, and 
died soon after she set foot on the shores of India. Some 
very interesting letters of hers, written on the voyage out, ~ 
appeared in the London Atheneum. She had given promise 
of high and varied powers — but like poor L. E. L., she died 
early, and far away from the land of her birth. 

It has been stated, with how much of truth I know not, 
that Mrs. Hemans was, at one period of her life, invited to 
take up her residence in the city of Boston, for the purpose 
of conducting a periodical work. Perhaps it was well that 
she did not accept the offer; for this uncertain and variable 
climate would, in all probability, have put a still earlier stop 
to her career, and deprived the world of many of her sweet- 
est productions. As is the case with most, if not all of those 
who write, day after day, for the bread that perisheth, she 
endured rather than enjoyed life. A heart disease, with all 
its distressing accompaniments, harassed her mind, and wore 
away her frame, which, we are told, became, towards the 
last, almost etherealized. At the comparatively early age of 
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forty-one, on the eve of the Sabbath, her spirit passed away, 
to enter on the Sabbath of eternal rest, earth having scarcely 
‘profaned what was born for the skies.’ 

When I was in Dublin, owing to some unaccountable for- 
getfulness, I omitted to pay a passing tribute to the genius 
of the poetess, by visiting her tomb, which is in St. Ann’s 
Church, Dublin, and over which is inscribed one of her own 
beautiful verses — her most appropriate epitaph: 


‘ Calm on the bosom of thy God, 

Fair Spirit! rest thee now! 

E’en while with us thy footsteps trod, 
His seal was on thy brow. 

Dust to the narrow home beneath ! 
Soul to its place on high! 

They that have seen thy look in death, 
No more may fear to die.’ 


While I was last in Liverpool, waiting for the sailing of 
the ship in which I came to this» country, I was sitting one 
morning idly at the window of the Adelphi, considering how 
I should get through the day. As Isat and pondered, a stage 
with the name of Wavertree passed by, and recalled to my 
mind the pleasant visit I had once paid to that.village. I 
will go once again, thought I, if only to see what change has 
wrought there. I soon put my resolutions into practice, — 
and ere long I once more stood before the well-remembered 
house. The little flower garden was no more —but rank 
grass and weeds sprung up luxuriantly — the windows were 
many of them broken — the entrance gate was off its hinges, 
— the vine in front of the house, trailed along the ground, 
and a board, with ‘ This house to let’ upon it, was nailed over 
the door. I entered the ‘deserted garden,’ and looked into 
the little parlor —once so full of taste and elegance; it was 
gloomy and cheerless. The paper was spotted with damp, 
and spiders had built their webs in the corners. Involuntarily 
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I turned away; and during my homeward walk mused upon 
the probable home and enjoyments of the two gifted creatures 
whom I had formerly seen at Wavertree. Both were now 
beyond the stars. Like one of them, I was about to quit my 
own, perhaps to die in a foreign land, and while a thousand 
things depressed my spirits, in almost bitterness of heart, I 
exclaimed, with Burke, ‘Alas! what shadows we are, and 
what shadows we pursue ! ” 


CHATTERTON: 


A ROMANCE OF LITERARY LIFE. 


eee 


SEVENTY-FIVE years ago the literary and learned circles 
of England were thrown into a flutter of excitement, re- 
specting the authorship of the celebrated Rowley Poems, 
such as has only been paralleled in modern days, by the cu- 
riosity which was for a time excited as to the parentage of 
the Waverley Novels. The Rowleian Controversy was en- 
gaged in by the first literary men of the day, and a fierce 
war was waged which long since terminated by the common 
consent of the parties engaged, who laid down their weapons 
in the conviction that they had been fighting with a shadow, 
which assumed the shape of a Monk of the fifteenth century. 
Chatterton is now by all acknowledged to have been the Au- 
thor of the marvellous fictions of Rowley; and in his native 
city, a tardy justice has been done to his genius, by the 
erection of a monument to his memory. A new and hand- 
some edition of the works of the ‘Boy Poet,’ has of late been 
imported into America, and revived the interest attached to 
his fortunes and fate — fortunes, in the highest degree roman- 
tic, and a fate mysterious in its course and tragical in its issue. 
The events of Chatterton’s career need scarcely be colored 


by the pencil of fiction to render them intensely interesting. 
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In writing the following chapters, romance has been less 
studied than reality, and so closely have facts been adhered 
to, that the story might almost serve as a Biography of one 


whom Wordsworth has styled 


‘Chatterton, the marvellous boy, 
The sleepless soul that perished in his pride.’ 


A few contemporary portraits are introduced. Plot and 
counterplot the reader will look for in vain, as the tale, or 
rather the narrative, is strictly what it professes to be, — a 
veritable Romance or A Rea Literary Lire. 
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CHAPTER I. 


THE BOY AND HIS AMBITION. 


Ir was one of the long winter nights, towards the close of 
the year seventeen hundred and sixty. Within the gloom 
and shadow caused by a pile of gothic architecture, which 
loomed up through the foggy atmosphere, like a shadowy 
Titan keeping watch over a great city, was a small and mean- 
looking house, over the door of which hung a sign-board, 
battered and blistered by long exposure to the wind and the 
sun, on which was written, in half defaced characters, — 


‘Thomas Chatterton, 
Serton of Wedel.’ 


The lower part of the tenement lay in deep shadow; but, 
from the window of an upper chamber, streamed forth a few 
sickly and feeble rays, emitted by the flame of a solitary 
candle. which half illuminated a chamber, where sat a woman 
attired in the weeds of widowhood, and two children —a girl 


and a boy. 

Everything in that room was indicative of extreme poverty ; 
but, at the same time, neatness was evident in its simple fur- 
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niture. Some time-stained prints of the neighboring Church 
hung on the walls, and a series of the Sexton’s annual Christ- 
mas verses were pasted over the mantel-piece. In one cor- 
ner was a large oaken chest, quaintly carved, which seemed 
strangely out of character with the other furniture of the 
room, and heaped up near it were pieces of broken gothic 
mouldings — battered fragments of corbels, and grotesque 
heads, which Time had struck down from the old church with 
his passing wing. 

The female who sat in this chamber, was the mother of 
the two children to whom we have alluded. Her husband 
had been sexton of St. Mary’s Church for many years, and 
had died in the exercise of his vocation, leaving her with 
her orphans dependent on her own exertions, and the mercy 
of a merciless world. ‘The scanty pittance which she earned 
by her needle, was eked out by trifling sums which she re- 
ceived for assisting in cleaning the church —an occupation 
which afforded to her boy numberless opportunities of visiting 
the beautiful structure, and to which he became extraordin- 
arily attached. Her daughter need not be described minutely, 
as, with the details or events of this tale she has little to do. 

The boy, at the period to which I am referring, might have 
seen some seven summers, but, judging from the expression 
of his features, a casual observer would have allotted to him 
double that number of years. His jet black hair, parted on 
his high intellectual forehead, flowed down over his back and 
shoulders in glossy profusion; his large prominent eyes, dark 
as night, and soft as those of the gazelle, were remarkable 
for their depth — when he was excited they literally glowed ; 
and one of them seemed to possess this power in a greater 
degree than the other. Unlike the generality of boys of his 
age, he avoided the sports and pastimes of youth, and never 
was so well pleased as when poring over an old black-letter 
Family Bible, from which, indeed, and from some scraps of 
an old musical manuscript, found by his father in the church, 
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he learned to read. The neighbors called him astrange child ; 
the master of a neighboring charity school, dismissed him 
with the remark that he was stupid, and incapable of further 
instruction, and he was thus thrown upon his mother’s hands ; 
but she, more acute than the pedagogue, let her son take his 
own course, and the event justified her treatment of him, for, 
as soon as he had mastered the first difficulties incident to the 
acquirement of knowledge, he suddenly started, and, ere long, 
distanced every competitor. 

The boy had, for some little time, been intently gazing 
through the window, on the dim outline of the church — every 
now and then turning to ask some question of his mother, re- 
specting its history or antiquity. At length the moon arose, 
and, descending from the ledge on which he stood, he put on 
his cap, and went forth alone into the churchyard — his favor- 
ite walk ; and so habitual had been his visits to this strange 
place, for a child, that it had ceased to attract attention, and 
the only remarks made by the neighbors, as they saw his tiny 
form among the graves, was to the effect that he was a half- 
saved idiot. 

The church of Saint Mary Redcliff, one of the noblest spe- 
cimens of middle age architecture, stands on an eminence in 
the ancient city of Bristol. It was commenced, hundreds of 
years ago, by Simon De Byrtonne, and completed by one of 
the merchant princes of the olden time, named William Can- 
ynges, the remains of whose house still exist. As a noble 
specimen of Gothic Ecclesiastical Architecture it is unrivalled, 
and, although Time and Ruin have cast down many a stone 
from the glorious edifice, it remains a magnificent fragment 
of the olden time, and thousands annually repair to the place 
which the genius of the hero of our narrative has hallowed. 

It was astrange and striking thing to witness that almost 
infant fearlessly perambulating the place of graves —a spot 
which older and wiser than he often avoided. Higher and 
higher arose the moon, and as its beams silvered flying but- 
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tress and traceried pinnacle, and shimmered on the antique 
windows, his eye glowed with almost unearthly fire; — now 
he disappeared in the deep shadow of the building, and pre-- 
sently he came forth into the bright glare, looking more like 
a spirit than a being of flesh and blood., At last he took his. 
way towards the house of the old sexton, and, shortly after- 
wards, that functionary and young Chatterton entered the 
church together. 

An old church by moonlight! what a magnificent spectacle 
it presents! how profoundly impressive the silence! hundreds 
of times have I been in St. Mary’s in the calm hours of night, 
just as Chatterton was, and most eloquent sermons have been 
preached to my spirit, though voiceless was the silence ! 


In truth it was a solemn sight 

To see such place in the noon of night, 

With its pulpit and never a parson there ; 

Its clerk’s desk with no one to mutter a prayer ; 
And its empty pews and its closéd books, 
And its stonen men with solemn looks, 
Carven in niches, or lying in nooks; — 

And its organ hushed, and no girls or boys 
To lustily sing with heart and voice : 

And all looking ghostly and quaint and odd, 
In the hushed and desolate house of God. 


Chatterton and the old man paced the aisle in silence — the 
boy gazing in admiration on the lofty fretted roof, and the 
graceful shafts of the pillars which supported it. Through 
the magnificent east window streamed the moonlight, which, 
falling on the marble pavement of the chancel, turned it, as it 
were, to brilliant gems. The panes were adorned with 
quaintly-pictured effigies of ‘saints and martyrs, whose heads 
were circled with radiant glories, and which assumed a spirit- 
ual appearance in the chastened moonlight. Over their heads, 
and against a pillar, were disposed some tattered banners, and 
a suit of armor which had formerly belonged to the father of 


THE BOY AND HIS AMBITION. 173 


William Penn, the founder of Pennsylvannia, who: lay en- 
tombed beneath ; but these attracted not the curiosity of the 
boy, who, on reaching the centre of the transept, abruptly 
turned towards the south window, beneath which was the 
monument of Canynges, the ‘ Bristowe Merchant,’ and, as we 
have said, the monastic builder of the pile. 

‘Would that I had lived in the olden time,’ murmured the 
boy to himself, ‘ when this place shone in all its glory. Much 
as people abuse the monks, they were not, after all, such block- 
heads as some would have us believe.’ 

And so he passed on from monument to monument — now 
contemplating a marble Dean, who lay robed and bareheaded, 
and now gazing on the effigy of Robert De Berkeley, a 
Knight Templar, who lay in grim state with crossed legs 
and his hand on the hilt of his marble sword. Then he 
marked a grotesque family group of a father and mother in 
ancient costume, kneeling in company with a file of grad- 
ually diminishing children before an open book; and occa- 
sionally he stooped to decipher the inscription, or examine the 
legend, on some old monumental brass. Not an inch of ground 
was there with which he did not seem perfectly familiar ; 
the edifice appeared to be a portion of his very being, and 
its history was his favorite theme. There he dreamed by 
day, and mused by night, and whilst many deemed him an 
idler, he was busily employed in laying the foundation of his 
wondrous fictions. | 

On his return home, his mother gently chid him for his 
long absence, and placed his frugal supper before him. He 
put away the meat from him, and refused to take anything 
but bread and water, observing that he ‘must not become 
more stupid than God had made him.’ 

Who shall explain the workings of that young mind, as it 
groped amongst the darkness of past ages, and called up from 
the gloom of centuries, shadows which baffled the prying 
eyes of learned men and acute critics? Let others seek to 
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fathom the mystery of his mind and its motives. I have only 
to do with events. 

Eight years had that dreaming boy numbered, and, on his — 
latest birthday, an acquaintance asked him and his sister what - 
toys he should present them with ? 

The girl chose some childish plaything, but the proud boy 
drew himself up to his full height, and, as he handed to the 
querist a piece of old parchment which he had procured from 
the oak chest, he exclaimed — 

‘Paint me an angel with wings and a trumpet, that he may 
trumpet my name over the world !’ 

Perilous ambition! and glorious dream of Fame! Ambi- 
tion, destined to be gratified, and Fame, fated to be won; but, 
alas! at how fearful a cost! 
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CHAPTER II. 


THE LADDER OF FAME. 


One fine morning, many of the grave and sober-minded 
citizens of the ancient city of Bristol were thrown into a 
very whirlwind of excitement, by the appearance, in one of 
the local Journals, of an account of a procession of Friars 
over the old city bridge, at the time of its being opened, 
many hundred years before. Now, be it known, that at the 
period to which I am referring, there were many wise and 
profound antiquarians in the ‘anciente citie, and so, grave 
were the discussions, and sundry and divers the conjectures, 
to which this account of the monkish procession gave rise. 
Where could the editor have procured it? by whom was so 
precious a relic discovered? how was it that it appeared so 
opportunely, just as a new bridge, in place of the old one, 
was about to be erected? Such were the questions asked — 
and to which none answered, save by open mouths and star- 
ing eyes. At length the editor of the journal was applied to, 
and he stated that the manuscript was left at his office by a 
boy dressed in the habiliments of a charity school, and who 
went away without saying a word. 

Who could this boy be? Certainly he could not be the 
author, for the document was so characteristic of another age. 
The obsolete spelling, the diffuse, quaint style, the monastic 
idioms, and the descriptions of costume, were all so correct, 
and bore so unmistakeably the stamp of the olden time, that 
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it could not be other than a genuine copy of some precious and 
musty document. In order to acquire further information, 
the editor accompanied his friends on a voyage of discovery — 
to Colston’s school, and the boys having been arranged in a 
Iie, one of them was recognized as the lad who had brought 
the mysterious paper to the office of the journal. 

The lad came forward at the summons of the master, 
blushing and looking confounded; his eyes were downcast, 
and, in reply to the question of a burly and substantial pew- 
terer, who pompously inquired his name, the blue coat boy 
replied, coldly, 

THOMAS CHATTERTON. 


A peremptory demand that he should state where he pro- 
cured the manuscript in question, was met by a disdainful 
smile: persuasions were tried — but in vain—and threats 
were despised. All he would admit was, that he had been 
employed by an old gentleman to transcribe it from an an- 
cient parchment, and that more old documents were in exist- 
ence. So the matter rested for a time, but the circumstance 
established an acquaintance between him and the pewterer, 
Burgum, which the young antiquary very soon turned to 
account. 

One day, as the Pewterer was poring over his ledger, he 
was interrupted by the entrance of Chatterton. It should be 
stated, that the worthy citizen was one of the vainest of mor- 
tals, and his weak point was an eternal hankering after noble 
ancestors. Like the sage of old, Chatterton accosted him 
with ‘I have found it.’ 

‘Found what?’ exclaimed the astonished pewterer. 

‘Why, your pedigree,’ exclaimed the cunning blue-coat 
boy; ‘here is the coat of arms which I found amongst the 
old parchments, and there is as much of the pedigree as J 
have as yet been enabled to procure.’ 

And he produced a crumpled parchment, which bore indis- 
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putable marks of great age ; — it was yellow, and time-stained, 
and begrimed with dirt. Attached to it was a seal of antique 
mould, and on the shield were displayed quarterings, emblaz- 
oned with the nicest skill. Beneath it was the name of 
De Bergham, and the ingenious device was further worked 
out by an elaborately drawn up pedigree, in which the ances- 
tors of Mr. Burgum figured among the highnesses and might- 
inesses of past generations. The deception was complete. 

In ecstasy at having acquired so valuable a document, he 
presented the blue-coat boy with the munificent sum of five 
shillings, and with this money an old Saxon dictionary was 
procured by Chatterton — to him the most valuable of works, 
for reasons which will by and by appear. 

But he was not alone engaged in the fabrication of pedi- 
grees. To one Barret, a credulous historian of the day, 
Chatterton furnished a number of documents, purporting to 
have been copied from old parchments, illustrative of the 
history of the various churches of Bristol. These composi- 
tions were so apparently authentic, so full of learning, and 
exhibited so perfectly all the characteristics, both in spelling 
and style, of the age in which they were said to have been 
written, that Mr. Barret incorporated them into his History 
of Bristol, little suspecting them to have been the productions 
of a mere boy. Prodigious, indeed, must have been his 
acquirements who fabricated them! 

But these minor deceptions were only to pave the way for 
the appearance of those productions which were destined to 
place him in the foremost rank of poets. A visible change 
came over him; he withdrew almost entirely from society, 
was frequently locked up in his chamber for hours, and a 
great portion of his time was spent in a way of which he 
would give no account. A fervent lover of nature, he sought 
her at times in her wildest haunts; but he only returned to 
plunge into gloomy solitude. During this period, he occa- 
sionally contributed to newspapers and magazines, under 
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assumed names, and bitter was his satire. For the plodding 
citizens of Bristol he entertained the most profound contempt, 
and he only used them as tools. All this time he struggled - 
hard with poverty, and at length his circumstances compelled 
him to accept the situation of clerk in a lawyer’s office. Sel- 
dom was he released from his drudgery ; but when he obtain- 
ed an hour's respite, he was away to his chamber, of which 
he always possessed the key, where every energy was em- 
ployed in forwarding his mysterious work. 
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CHAPTER III. 


STRAWBERRY HILL AND ITS OWNER 


A FEW miles distant from the metropolis, and commanding 
a prospect scarcely to be surpassed for beauty in broad Eng- 
land, stood; at the date of this tale, and still stands, a man- 
sion of a singularly eccentric appearance. It would have 
been, as it now is, impossible to refer its style to that of any 
existing order of architecture with which we are acquainted. 
A square window might have been seen beneath a Gothic 
arch; twisted chimnies rose from flat roofs; in short, caprice, 
and not consistency, seemed to have directed the builders’ 
operations. There were sufficient indications of elegance, 
and abundant proofs of a fantastic taste; and the interior of 
the edifice was just what might have been expected from a 
view of the exterior. It is not our intention, however, to 
give a catalogue of the building and its contents; that has 
been done by the auctioneer, within the last four years. 
To one apartment only we beg the reader to accompany us. 

It is near eleven o’clock in the day —so we learn from 
the enamelled dial of a clock in an elegant filagree case over 
the fireplace. The windows of the room command an en- 
chanting view of the valley through which the Thames, now 
a silver stream, winds its way towards the great world of 
London. And a lawn, mown so smoothly and of verdure so 
rich and soft that it looks like vegetable velvet, stretches from 
the folding glass doors, which open upon it, to a shrubbery, 
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which serves also as the boundary to a flower-garden, laid 

out in the style of those at Versailles. The walls are hung 

with pictures, chiefly of Court beauties, by Lely, Kneller, and 

Thornhill; and exquisite sculptures, costly intaglios, rich 

bronzes, and delicate knick-knackeries of all descriptions, lie 

scattered in profusion about the room.~ Mirrors, in elegant 

profusion, reflect every portion of the room, and around are ot- ° 
tomans, luxurious sofas, and on the rich carpet lie cushions of 
crimson velvet, tasselled with bullion, on which, in fat beatitude, 

lie silken-haired poodles and Italian greyhounds. The atmos- 

phere is redolent of civet and other odors from ‘ Araby the 

blest,’ and every thing bespeaks the luxurious habits of the 

dweller in that refined region. 

And there he sits, languidly reclining in an easy chair, 
sipping at intervals, from a small cup of Sevres China, the 
fragrant decoction, which a page, dressed in blue and silver, 
hands to him, as he requires it, on a silver tray. His face is 
highly intelligent and sprightly in its expression, and now 
that his wig is off, one may perceive that Time has made free 
with his hair, and left his marks in the shape of straggling 
gray lines. But it is a face whose habitual expression would 
rather repel than attract. Caution, if not cunning, was 
stamped there; and a perpetual. fidgettiness of the body, 
connected with it, told plainly enough of an irritable and 
uncertain temper. This gentleman was wrapped in a bro- 
caded silk gown, his fingers were profusely decorated with 
rings, and his feet were encased in elegantly worked slippers, 
on which his initials and crest were embroidered. 

Whilst partaking of his morning repast, Horace WAL- 
POLE, for such was the individual whom I have just de- 
scribed, occupied himself by reading his letters, the news- 
papers, and by running his eye over some proofs of a work 
then in progress of publication by himself, for, as all the 
world knows, he kept a private press at Strawberry Hill. 
After reading several letters, he took up one for re-perusal, 
saying to himself, 
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‘So this youngster, in hot haste, demands his manuscripts 
back. Would that I had not committed myself by giving an 
opinion respecting their authenticity. And he has the au- 
dacity to lampoon me, too. Ha! good morning, gentlemen,’ 
he exclaimed, as two personages were shown into the room, 
whom I may as well allude to. 

One of them was a little man, very fastidious in his ad- 
dress, and precise in his deportment; he wore a wig of the 
newest mode, the bag of which descended on the collar of a 
elaret-colored velvet coat, richly worked down the front and 
over the seams; his waistcoat was of flowered silk, and 
a pair of black satin breeches, with diamond knee buckles, 
and silk clocked hose, and a pair of French shoes, completed 
his costume. I must not omit his ruffles and cane, which 
latter dangled negligently from his wrist, nor his three-cor- 
nered hat, which he carried with studied ease beneath his 
left arm. He stepped mincingly forward, touched the tip of 
Walpole’s forefinger with his own, and then gracefully dis 
posed his decent limbs on a satin fauteuil. 

The other gentleman was plainer in dress, and almost 
coarse in manners. He was attired in black, and his very 
red face seemed to indicate an attachment to something 
stronger than water. He did not seem at home, and after 
the usual salutation, he strolled to the window, and took little 
notice of either of his companions. 

And who would have recognized in the gaily-dressed gen- 
tleman, the author of the beautiful Elegy in a Country 
Church Yard? Gray, it is well known, was one of the 
most accomplished fops of that foppish day, and always 
dressed as if for a drawing-room. ‘The other personage I 
have introduced was Mason. 

‘Here,’ said Walpole, tossing a letter to Gray, ‘is an epistle 
from a lawyer’s clerk in Bristol, who tells me that he is in 
possession of some ancient documents on the subject of paint- 
ing, in the hand writing of one ROWLEY, a monk, and which 
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he discovered in a chest in some old church. He sent me, 
some time since, a specimen, which I certainly thought very 
curious, but because I do not choose to lift him out of the 
mire, for he says he is very poor, he presumes to lecture, and 
actually abuses me. After all, I believe, from my soul, that 
the fellow forged them.’ 

‘And if he did, said Mason, suddenly turning round, 
‘who set him the forger’s example ?’ 

‘Walpole bit his lip, looked mortified, and was about to 
reply, but Gray interposed, by saying, 

‘Surely, Mr. Mason, the fraud of passing off the ‘ Castle 
of Otranto’ as the transcript of an old document, was no 
forgery, and if so, it was comparatively harmless.’ 

‘Aye, and so is this, if indeed, it be one,’ was Mason’s 
rejoinder. | 

‘But curse the fellow’s impudence; why did he play off 
his tricks on me, and entrap me into an acknowledgment of 
the curiosity of the affair, said Walpole. ‘I help him? 
No! Let him rot. He seems to be a poet, too,’ and the 
great man smiled maliciously at Gray and Mason, both of 
whom he only tolerated on account of the gossip they retailed 
for his amusement. ‘Singing birds should not be too well 
fed.’ 

‘The fellow has mettle in him, observed Mason, who, 
rather stung by Walpole’s remark, read with marked em- 
phasis the following fragment of verse, which the Bristol 
Boy had written on the same sheet of paper as. the letter to 
Walpole, proudly demanding the return of the documents he 
had forwarded to Strawberry Hill. — 


TO HORACE WALPOLE. 


Walpole! I thought not I should ever see 

So mean a heart as thine has proved to be: 
Thou, nursed in luxury’s lap, behold’st with scorn 
The boy, who, friendless, fatherless, forlorn, 

Asks thy high favor; thou may’st call me cheat— 
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Say, didst thou ne’er indulge in such deceit ? 

Who wrote OTRANTO ? but I will not chide ; 

Scorn I ‘ll return with scorn, and pride with pride. 
Still, Walpole, still, thy prosy chapters, write, 

And flimsy letters to some fair indite ; 

Laud all above thee — fawn and cringe on those 
Who for thy fame were better friends than foes — 
Still spurn the incautious fool who dares to plead 
And ask thy service in his hour of need. 

* * * * * 


Had I the gifts of wealth and luxury shared — 

Not poor, unknown — Walpole, thou hadst not dared 
Thus to insult. But I shall live and stand 

By Row ey’s side, when thou art dead and damned! 


«Gray, have you seen Thornhill’s “ Graces,” it is in the 
next room, and Walpole, so saying, led the way, glad to 
change the conversation; for, heartless as he was, he was 
mortified exceedingly by the bitter satire of Chatterton. 

‘By the way, Walpole, maliciously inquired Mason, ‘do 
you know what Dr. Johnson has said about this discovery of 
the Rowley poems? ‘The old bear was dancing attendance 
at Mrs. Thrale’s, the other night, and on some one quot- 
ing a passage in JELLA, he exclaimed, ‘Thewhelp! he has a 
good deal in him, and if we must have a forged literature, I 
would rather have paper from Rowley’s chest, than from the 
Strawberry Hill press.’ 

A sneer from Walpole was the only reply, as the party 
quitted the breakfast room, 
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CHAPTER IV. 


THE CLOUDS ARE GATHERING. 


Over the north porch (one of the most beautiful ecclesias- 
tical doorways in England) of St. Mary Redcliff Church, is 
an octagonal room, which was the depository in former times 
of several huge chests, which contained the records of the 
Monastery of St. Mary’s ; hence it was styled the muniment 
room. or many years prior to the period at which this tale 
commences, the place had been deserted, except by the birds, 
who there built their nests in security, for no one ever cared 
to visit the place, except the sexton, who occasionally went 
to the chests, for the sake of procuring old pieces of 
paper and parchments to light fires with, and for other pur- 
poses. From his childhood, owing to the situation his. father 
held, Chatterton was intimately acquainted with this apart- 
ment, and now it was peculiarly fitted for his operations, for 
there he could pursue his plans unmolested, and with no in- 
quisitive eyes to penetrate into his secret. 

His frequent visits to Mr. Barrett with transcripts of the 
ancient documents which he alleged to have found in the old 
chests, naturally excited a wish in that gentleman to see 
some of the precious parchments themselves. Day after day 
the boy produced poems of great length and extraordinary 
beauty —the learning evinced by them was prodigious — 
and the acquaintance with the manners and customs of the 
times in which they professed to have been written so pro- 
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found, that whilst a few cautious individuals doubted their au- 
thenticity, the belief in their genuineness was almost general. 
The periodicals of the day were filled with speculations re- 
specting them, learned bodies discussed the topic, and the 
most profound inquirers were bafiled.- Chatterton affirmed 
that Rowley was a monk attached to the Monastery of St. 
Mary’s; that he was the friend of its builder; and he pro- 
duced manuscript letters from the monk to the merchant, 
accounts of expenditure, pieces of old music, and scraps of 
sermons, to prové his assertions. 

It was drawing towards midnight, when, wearied by the 
toils of the day, with a lantern concealed carefully under his 
cloak, Chatterton mounted the winding stair-case which led 
to the muniment room. Ashe entered it, some birds, dis- 
turbed by the glare, flew to and fro like familiars; but he 
heeded them not, and seating himself on the lid of one of 
the chests, he drew from a recéss in the wall a box. céntain- 
ing some materials for manufacturing antiquities, and pro- 
ceeded with his solitary work. 

Selecting from among the fragments of parchment lying 
in one of the chests, a piece suitable for his purpose, he 
commenced his operations by writing a poem upon it, which 
he had previously composed, and rendered into antique Eng- 
lish by the aid of the dictionary before mentioned. The ink 
he used, he had manufactured for this particular purpose ; 
it was of a rusty, yellowish color, and what was written with 
it closely resembled old and half-faded caligraphy. The 
poem having been transcribed, or rather the fragment of one, 
for he never produced complete manuscripts, he crumpled up 
the parchment, rubbed it over with ochre, and other pig- 
ments, then passed it over the flame of the lamp, and finally 
stamped upon it with his feet. After having undergone this 
process, the parchment presented all the appearances of a 
genuine antique ; and so expert had he become in this mode 
16* 
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of manufacturing manuscripts, that the very best judges of 
such matters were effectually deceived. 

Pale and haggard, he at last ceased from his anxious and 
singular toil, and rising, paced the chamber with a gloomy 
brow, and uneven steps, muttering audibly, 

‘ Another laurel for the monk’s cowl! How —how will 
this labor end? Well enough do I know that, were I to pub- 
lish these fictions as my own, they would fail to procure me 
bread; as the supposed productions of Rowley the monk, 
they will yield me both food and fame. And yet I may be 
branded as a forger, and treated with contumely, as I have 
been by that fellow-forger, Walpole! But what am I to do, 
scorned as I am because of my poverty, whilst I see the 
idiots of trade ride by flaunting their gaudy rags in my face. 
London is the place to which my destiny points; that or the 
grave must ere long be my portion, for with my damned, 
native, unconquerable pride, I cannot and will not live in this 
accursed city, crowded as it is with the venial sons of trade. 
Bristol may keep her prudent maxims; I scorn her prudence, 
whilst raving in the lunacy of ink I dare to publish my 
sentiments.’ 

And thus he communed with himself, until a sudden 
thought seemed to flash across his mind. Quickly snatching 
up his lamp, he descended the steps and left the church. 

But he went not towards his home. Threading many 
tortuous streets and lanes, where old-fashioned houses abound- 
ed, the upper stories (supported on huge beams of timber, 
the extremities of which were fashioned into grotesque 
heads,) projecting far over the pathway, he soon arrived at 
the bridge which had been the scene of his first daring fic- 
tion. He stood for a minute or two, gazing gloomily on the 
dark waters, as they sullenly glided on beneath him, as if he 
envied the repose to be found in their gloomy depths, and 
then passed on up the high street of the city, pausing every 
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now and then to mark some singular effect of light and 
shadow, and to note some locality to be introduced into his 
Ballad of Syr Charles Bawdyn, a portion of which had in 
fact just been copied on the parchment, in the manner we 
have attempted to describe. Onward he proceeded on his 
solitary way, to near where the old Castle stood, close by 
which arose the high and gloomy walls of the city prison ; 
passing within their broad shadow, he came to a burying 
ground, the low wall of which he scaled, and then took his 
way towards a part of it, which, from the straight-forward 
way he took to it in the gloom, seemed not to be unfamiliar 
to him. 

Cemeteries were unknown in those days, but even then, in 
the better class of burial grounds, there were gorgeous sepul- 
chres, on which were graven and gilded lies in the guise of 
epitaphs; but the place in which Chatterton stood in the 
gloom of the morning, was not tenanted by those whose 
friends could afford them 


‘ The line 
Which made its subject seem almost divine.’ 


No willows bent over marble urns; no comfortable-looking 
cherubs reposed on stony clouds — it was the last home of the 
poor — the work-house burial ground! 

And a dreary and forlorn spot it was; tall, dark houses 
frowned on it on every side, and from their back windows, 
whose panes were dingy and cracked, filth was thrown out, 
and had accumulated in disgusting heaps on the already sod- 
den and greasy mould below. Not a blade of grass vegetated 
on that dark patch of earth, and cracked and mutilated flat 
stones alone indicated where lay some dreamless sleeper. 

Arrived at the spot which he sought, and which was 
marked by a stone, larger and of better quality than the rest, 


Chatterton moodily folded his arms, and gazed for a few mo- 
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ments on the inscription, which was just visible by the moon’s 
paling light. It consisted but of the name of him who rested 
beneath — a name well known in English literature, and one 
connected with tales of crime, recklessness and depravity, at 
the revolting details of which the heart sickens. It was the 
grave of one who furnished Dr. Johnson with the subject for 
his best biography —of RicHarp SavaGce! 

And on the grave of him who had died a wretched, forlorn 
outcast, in the neighboring prison, and who had been laid in 
that spot at the expense of his humane jailer, stood one who 
was already beginning to covet the repose of the tomb. Per- 
haps Chatterton felt that a brother bard should not lie in his 
grave without some one to give a tear to his memory. After 
he had stood for some time, riveted to the spot, he exclaimed, 
‘ And is Bristol to starve another Savage in me? Oh! would 
to God that my course had never begun, or that it were 
ended!’ And so saying, he quitted the place of graves and 
repaired to the garret which his employer had assigned to his 
use. The morning was bitterly cold, the wind swept by with 
a mournful sound, and the casement of his window creaked 
and strained, and groaned like a tortured thing; but the war 
of the elements without, was as nothing — as a calm, indeed, 
in comparison with that which raged within the young’ poet’s 
breast. Poverty stared him in the face, and conscious of his 
gifts, he cursed in the bitterness of his heart the neglect 
shown him by the ignorant and purse-proud. The neglect 
and contumely heaped upon him by Walpole had stung him 
to the quick, and the insults and even blows of the brutal 
lawyer, his master, were not to be borne. Death by suicide 
had become familiar to his mind, and oppressed by gloomy 
forebodings, before he slept, he penned by the light of his 
solitary taper, the following extraordinary document, the 
original of which, in his firm, clear hand-writing, is yet in 
existence : 
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‘ This is the last Will and Testament of me, Thomas Chat- 
terton, of the city of Bristol, being sound in body, or it is the 
fault of my last surgeon; the soundness of my mind, the cor- 
oner and jury are to be judges of — desiring them to take 
notice, that the most perfect masters of human nature in 
Bristol distinguish me by the title of the Mad Genius ; there- 
fore, if I do a mad action, it is conformable to every action 
of my life, which all savored of insanity. 

‘If after my death, which will happen to-morrow night, 
before eight o’clock, being the Feast of the Resurrection, the 
Coroner and Jury bring it in Lunacy, I will and direct that 
Paull Farr and John Flower, at their joint expense, cause 
my body to be interred in the tomb of my Fathers, and raise 
the monument over my body to the height of four feet five 
inches, placing a flat stone on the top, and adding six tablets. 

‘On the first to be engraved, in old English characters, 


“ Vous qui par ici pasez 
Pur* l’ame Guateroine Chatterton priez 
Le cors di’oi ici gist 
Lame receyve Thu Crest MCCX.” 


‘On the second tablet, in old English characters, 


“ Orate pro animabus Alanus Chatterton et Alicia Uxeris ejus, qui qui- 
dem Alanus obict X dio mensis Novemb M,CCC,XV, quorum animabus 
propinetur Deus Amen.” 


‘On the third tablet, in Roman characters, 


“ Sacred to the memory of Thomas Chatterton, Subchaunter of the 
Cathedral in this City, whose Ancestors were residents of St Mary, Red- 
cliffe, since the year 1140. He died the 7th of August, 1752.” 


* Whatever mistakes occcur in these inscriptions, are Chatterton’s. 
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‘Qn the fourth tablet, in Roman characters, 


“nO THE MEMORY OF 
THOMAS CHATTERTON. 


Reader, judge not; if thou art a Christian, believe that he is judged by a 
Superior Power —to that Power alone is he now- answerable.” 


‘On the fifth and sixth tablets, which shall face each other, 


“ Achievements, viz: On the one, vest, a fess, or; crest, a mantle of 
estate, gules, supported by a spear, sable headed, or. On the other, or, a 
fess vest, crest, a cross of Knights Templars.” 


‘And I will and direct that, if the Coroner’s Inquest bring 
it in Felo de se, the said monument shall be notwithstanding 
erected. And if the said Paull Farr and John Flower have 
souls so Bristolish as to refuse this my request, they will 
transmit a copy of my Will to the Society for supporting the 
Bill of Rights, whom I hereby empower to build the said 
monument according to the aforesaid directions. 

‘I give all my fire and vigor of youth to Mr. George 
Catcot, being sensible that he is in most want of it. From 
the same charitable motive, I bequeath to the Rev. Mr. 
Camplin all my humility. To Mr. Burgum all my prosody 
and grammar, likewise one moiety of my modesty, the other 
moiety to any young lady who can prove without blushing 
that she wants that valuable commodity. To Bristol, all my 
spirit and disinterestedness — parcels of goods unknown on 
her quays since the days of Canynge and Rowley. My reli- 
gion, to the Dean of Bristol; my powers of utterance, to the 
Rev. Mr. Boughton;—I wish he and his brother would 
know how far I am their real enemy, but I have an unlucky 
way of raillery, and when the strong fit of satire is on me, 
spare neither friend nor foe. I leave my moderation to the 
politicians on both sides of the question. My generosity, to 
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the mayor, and my abstinence to the Company at the Annual 
Sheriffs’ Feast in general, particularly to the Aldermen. 

‘I give and bequeath to Mr. Matthew Mease, a mourning 
ring, with this motto: ‘ Alas! poor Chatterton!’ provided he 
pays for it himself. I leave to the young ladies all the letters 
they have had from me, assuring them that I die for none of 
them ; and I leave my mother and sister to the protection of 
my friends, if I have any. 

‘Executed in the presence of Omniscience, this 14th of 
April, 1770. 


‘THOMAS CHATTERTON,’ 


But with the morning calmer reflection came; and, on 
waking, finding that he had long overslept the hour at which 
he was used to commence his daily toil— drudgery indeed to 
his proud spirit — he hurriedly quitted his chamber, leaving 
behind him, in his haste, the ‘Win’ on which his intention 
of committing suicide was so decidedly expressed. 

Chatterton was seated in his master’s office, when the lat- 
ter entered, holding the ‘ Will” in his hand. On Lambert’s 
sternly inquiring of him whether the document was in his 
handwriting, and receiving an answer in the affirmative from 
the somewhat confused young man, he peremptorily ordered 
him to quit his house and service. 

This order was not repeated, nor was there any necessity 
that it should be, for the youth indignantly closed the detested 
book in which he was writing, took up his cap, and quitted 


the place forever, exclaiming, as he passed the threshold, 
‘And now for Lonpon!’ 
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CHAPTER V. 


THE LAND OF PROMISE. 


Sa 


One of Chatterton’s favorite maxims was, that the Deity 
had sent man into the world with arms sufficiently long to 
reach any thing, if he would only be at the trouble of extend- 
ing them, and that a man was equal to any work which he 
chose to perform. ‘ Impossible’ was not a word in his vocab- 
ulary ; and, indeed, there were very few things he undertook 
in which he was not a proficient — in most, he was a master. 
Without assistance from any person, he had made himself 
master of old English manners and customs 5 indeed, he dared 
not ask for information, lest the paternity of his Rowleian 
fictions should be discovered; his knowledge of heraldry was 
profound; and in the grandeur of his conceptions, and the 
boldness and sweetness of the poems which expressed them, 
he was almost unrivalled. And yet, strange to say, he was 
but the son of a widow, a boy educated at a common charity 
school, and a continual struggler with poverty. But never, 
in the heart of Earth’s noblest son, did Pride reign with a 
more despotic sway. As he himself admits, it constituted 
nine tenths of his composition. And yet, as a son and a 
brother, he was affectionate and kind; his heart overflowed 
unto the last with affection for his poor old parent; and, with 
the singular exception of the Rowleian forgery, his love of 
Truth was remarkable. In the case of these remarkable 
fictions, he doubtless felt, that if published as the productions 
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of a by-gone age, they would at once attract admiration and 
become popular, for his sagacity and knowledge of human 
nature convinced him that any thing from the pen of an ob- 
scure boy of Bristol would only meet with neglect. And it 
was, after all, a harmless deception. No one was injured by 
it;on the contrary, the lovers of true poetry were universally 
benefited ; and now that the mortifications of deluded antiqua- 
rians have ceased to be, and Chatterton’s genius blazes out 
from beneath the cowl of the friar, the foible, if foible it were, 
is forgiven, and the author of ‘The Battle of Hastings’ and 
‘Ella’ takes his place in the foremost rank of British Poets. 

And the most gifted sons of song have done him honor. 
Byron lauded him; Shelley speaks of his ‘solemn agony ;’ 
Keats dedicated his ‘Endymion’ to his memory; Words- 
worth has bestowed on him the epithet of the ‘marvellous 
boy;’ and Coleridge indited a noble monody. In France, 
Alfred de Vigny has written a drama founded on his for- 
tunes; and lastly, seventy years and more after the poet 
shook the dust from his soles, as he quitted his native city, 
that city has erected a splendid monument to his memory — 
but alas! a monument without a tomb! 

And now the dawning of a new day burst upon Chatter- 
ton’s mind; he flung his moodiness and misanthropy to the 
winds, and with a slender stock of worldly goods, but with a 
heart rich in glorious hopes, after having embraced his moth- 
er and sister, he left the city of his birth, and having gazed 
his last on St. Mary’s, in his Rowleian language, 


‘The pryde of Brystowe, and ye Westerne lande,’ 


he set out for mighty, magnificent, perilous London ! 

The metropolis was then, even in a greater degree than it 
now is, the great reservoir of talent’; and to it, as unto a Mec- 
17 
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ca of letters, the pilgrims of genius continually resorted —but 
how few, comparatively, realized their hopes. It is one 
thing to shine in the country, er in a provincial city circles 
and another to climb over the heads of the thousands who 
seek to win smiles from fame and fortune in London. There, 
modest merit is trampled in the mire, whilst impudence and 
conceit bear away the glittering gifts. There, long-cherished 
hopes find in their non-fulfilment a sad fruition, whilst, by a 
chance revolution of Fortune’s wheel, some lucky adventurer 
secures a golden harvest. Oh! there are thousands who, day 
after day, and year after year, enter that mighty city, san- 
guine in heart and hope, who either sink unnoticed into 
nameless graves, or who, broken in heart and crushed in 
spirit, curse the fate that led them into its deceitful whirlpool. 
There, pride is abased, conceit stripped of its plumes, talent 
bowed to the dust, ignorance unmasked, and virtue unre- 
warded. It is at once the resort and the grave of genius; 
the mother and the devourer of those who seek her favors ; 
the Seducer and the Destroyer ! 

Chatterton was in the seventeenth year of his age, when 
he first set foot in the streets of the mighty Babylon — un- 
known, yet dependent for daily bread upon his pen. But he 
had all the sanguineness of youth; he felt conscious of the 
divinity which stirred within him; and in the blindness of his 
enthusiasm, and in his joy at the change in his situation, he 
forgot the fate of Savage, at whose grave he had so lately 
shed such bitter tears. 

By dint of untiring industry, he managed to procure, for 
some time, a precarious subsistence; but finding no market 
for antique literature, he turned his attention to politics and 
satirical writing, in which latter style of composition he 
greatly excelled. An ode to Beckford, the then Lord Mayor 
of London, father to the late eccentric author of Vathek, pro- 
cured him an introduction to, and plenty of promises from 
that functionary — promises, of course, intended never to be 
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kept. Booksellers, too, flattered him, but forgot to pay; and 
to procure food, he at length commenced a series of political 
letters, under an assumed name, to the Minister of State, and 
eyen to members of the Royal Family — letters which Haz- 
litt has declared to be scarcely inferior to the celebrated 
epistles of Junius. In addition to these, such was the versa- 
tility of his genius, that he wrete sermons for clergymen; for 
at that time it was common enough for those who were toe 
lazy or too stupid to compose them, to buy them in manu- 
script, at shops open for the express purpose; and he fur- 
nished three or four burlettas for Vauxhall, which place was 
then in the heyday of its popularity. 

But a gloom began again to darken his spirit. Disap- 
pointment and vexation chased him, and he became moody, 
sullen, and irritable. He spent much of his time alone; and, 
as his hopes passed away, one after another, the friendless, 
forlorn poet, wearied of existence and its countless woes, 
jooked forward to the grave as his only refuge. He was 
annoyed, too, by the abuse of those who savagely attacked 
him, as if for a crime, in producing his Rowleian Poems. 
The propriety-hunters marked him as their victim, and his 
sensitive spirit bled beneath their inflictions. A. stricken 
' deer, he travelled sadly over life’s desert 


‘ Actexon-like, and now he fled astray, 

Whilst his own thoughts along that rugged way 

Pursued, like raging hounds, their father and their prey.’ 
SHELLEY. 
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CHAPTER VI. 


THE MIND-WRECK. 


Five months — months of severe toil, patient endurance, 
and of intense suffering — had passed away, since Chatterton 
commenced his career in London—that career which he 
entered upon with such a light heart, and which to him 
appeared likely to lead him on to fortune and happiness. 
Now, the bubble had burst; and faint, weary and heart-sick, 
with gaunt looks, and fierce despair depicted in strong lines 
upon his visage, he stood at the door of a bookseller, to 
whom he had in vain applied for a miserable pittance which 
was due to him. 

Three days had passed by since he had tasted food, with 
only one exception, when a crust of dry bread and a little 
water allayed, in some degree, the pangs of hunger — too poor 
to purchase, and too proud to beg, he suffered-rather than 
sought relief. Sinking exhausted on the steps of a house, he 
indulged in bitter thoughts. What was life to him? what 
had his talents done for hin? Many whom he despised 
flauntingly passed him by, and he ground his teeth in agony, 
No friend pitied him — no heart sympathized with him; the 
only two beings in the world who loved him were far away ; 
and he was alone, in populous London, a thousand times more 
solitary in its crowds than if he had been a wanderer on 
bleak wilds, or in interminable forests. 

At length he arose, and, unnoticed and noticing no one, he 


THE MIND-WREOK. 197 


proceeded towards his home, at one time hurrying on as if 
for life, and then gloomily dragging alone his weak and 
exhausted frame. Hundreds and thousands of people went 
by on busy feet, and jostled him, and he was thrust hither 
and thither by the living stream,— but he heeded them not, 
One mighty purpose was to be accomplished, and it seemed 
as if he hastened to fulfil it, lest his resolution should fail. 
Only once he stopped on his way. It was at an apoth- 
ecary’s shop which he entered, and assuming all the calm- 
ness he could command he asked for arsenic. There was a 
difficulty in those days in procuring such an article, and having 
paid the last penny he owned in the world for the poison, he 
hurried home to his room, which was situated at the top of a 
house in Brook street, near Holborn. 

The next morning, he was found lying dead on his misera- 
ble pallet. The floor of the chamber was covered with torn 
up manuscripts ; but his Rowleian secret was well kept. He 
died and made no sign. Like the Scorpion when surrounded 
by a fiery circle, he had inflicted his own death-wound. Let 
us remember his own words, and ‘JupGE not, for who shall 
place a limit to the mercy of God? 


* * * cod * 
* * * * * 


Night upon London! dark, dense midnight! From a hun- 
dred steeples sounds out the hour, and the great bell of St. 
Paul’s, — deep, sonorous and solemn, —is heard above them 
all. Gloomy masses of cloud are sailing heavily across the sky. 


Dark are the heavens above, 
Dark is the earth beneath! 

Dark as the latest hour of him 
Who forced the gates of death! 


A sound of hurrying footsteps is heard, and four men are 
seen bearing a coffin towards a pauper burying-ground in 
Shoe Lane —just such a dreary spot as that in which Savy- 
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age was laid. A hole is already dug; and into that unbless- 
ed stranger-grave the coffin is carelessly flung, and the heavy 
mould quickly shoveled. Just as the grave was closed, a 
prilliant star shot forth from the obscurity of heaven, and 
then it was suddenly extinguished in the blackness of dark- 
ness — fitting emblem of the just-departed poet, whose genius 
only flashed to light the pathway to his tomb: 
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edition, with an additional chapter by J. A. Warne, 12mo, 
cloth, (the most complete edition ever published,) 


Hints on Eriquette, by C. W. Day, cloth, f : 
History or Kina’s Cuaret, Boston, 12mo. cloth, reduced to 
Hoare ON THE CULTIVATION OF THE GRAPE ON OPEN 
W. oe 3d edition, 12mo. : ; 5 : : 
Hoarn’s PrRAcTICAL DESCRIPTION OF A ee MetHop oF 
Dyes AND MANAGING THE GRAPE VINE, two volumes 


inone, . ; ‘ : : ; ; : ; : 
KiEner’s Concnoxoey, translated from the French, by D. H. 
storer, M.D.,part1, —. : : ; : ; . : 


LEecTURES BEFORE THE AMERICAN INSTITUTE OF INSTRUC- 
TION, 1840, 1841, 1842, 1843, each 

LECTURES BEFORE THE AMERICAN InsTITUTE OF INSTRUC- 

TION, for 1844, ; : : : : : , : 4 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY TICKNOR & CO. 


ee 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY TICKNOR AND CO. 


Mentat Cuiturg, by Leyison, 12mo. cloth, . ; ; 5 25 
Memorr or Mrs. L. M. Matcom, 18mo. cloth, gilt, ; 3 25 


Natura History oF THE FisHes oF MASSACHUSETTS, EM- ; 
BRACING A Practican Essay ON ANGLING, by J. V. C. 


Smith, 12mo. engravings, ‘ 4 : : ‘ i j 50 
Screntiric Tracts, by J. Holbrook, 3 vols. each . : ae es 
‘i mt by Dr. Smith, 12mo. + : : ‘ aD 

THe SCENERY SHOW-ER, WiTH Worp ParntTines, by Warren 
Burton, 18mo. ; : j 4 : : : c ; 388 
TorLetT oF Heatru, BEAUTY AND FasuHion, 18mo. : : 42 


AvGcER’s Puitires’s Mineratocy. An Elementary Treatise on Min- 
eralogy, comprising an Introduction to the Science, by William Phil- 
lips, 5th Edition, from the 4th London Edition, by” Robert Allan ; 
containing the Latest Discoveries in American and Foreion Mineral ogy, 
with numerous Additions by Francis Alger, Member of the American 
Academy of Arts and Sciences, of the Boston Natural History Society, 
&e., 1 volume, comprising 600 Wood cuts, 3 00 


This work has been approved by Professor Webster, and adopted by 
him as a text-book in Harvard College; the splendid cabinet in that Insti- 
tution having recently been re -arranged by him, in accordance with the 
same system. 


New Work on THe USE oF THE BLOWPIPE IN CHEMISTRY AND M1n- 
ERALOGY, by J. J. Berzelius. ‘Translated from the fourth enlarged and 
corrected edition, by J. D. Whitney. 1 50 

Irom the Translator’s Preface. 

‘The constantly increasing interest which is felt in the sciences of chem- 
istry and mineralogy in this countr y, as well as the rapid development of 
our mineral resources, seems to render it expedient that a treatise on the 
use of that indispensable instrument, the blowpipe, should be rendered 
accessible to the chemists, mineralogists and miners of this country. ‘The 
edition of the standard work on the blowpipe, so recently published by 
Berzelius, seems to contain all that could be wished for on this subject, 
and the translator presumes, that, if the translation shall prove to have 
been properly executed, he will have rendered an acceptable service to 


science.’ ; 


LIEUTENANT Wricur’s PracricaAL TREATISE ON Mortars; with an 
Account .of the Processes employed at the Public Works in Boston 
Harbor, 1 vol. 12mo. illustrated with plates. b25 


This work is published at the request of the Chief Engineer of the Uni- 
ted States Corps, and embraces every thing of consequence connected with 
the subject. 


IN PREPARATION. 


Kerats’s Porrican Works, with a life by R. M. Milnes. 
WorpswortH’s ExcuRSsION. 

Mrs. JAMESON’s CHARACTERISTICS OF WOMEN, new edition. 
Lamp’s TALES FROM SHAKSPEARE. 

WitrtraAm MoruHEerweEtv’s BALLADS. 

Tue Porms or Ricwarp Monckton MILNEs. 

Cuarvtes Lamp’s Essays oF Ext. 
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